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DRAMATIS PERSON. 
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EDMUND, King of England. | 
Cxxvurus, King of Denmark. 8 
PP Erick, Edmund's brother. 1 5 "FL 

Crxxnip, Earl of Mercia. 3 
 KeNELM, English nobleman. 21 — 


. P TURKILL, } Danish noblemen 5 = » . 
| —_  HaROLD, 5 


8 ALLWYNN, Friend of Edrick. 


* + British and Denizh Lords, Servants, ge. 


3 WoMEN. 
. Queen A of Ethelred. To 1 
ELGIVvA, Queen of England. 
BIRTHA. 5 
1 | Scene —Gloucester Castle and its Environs. | 


' EDMUND IRONSIDE®. 
ACT I. 
Gloucester Castle Garden. | 
mie EMMA and BIRTHA. 


4 — . 0 
* * 
Las % { 
. . 
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EMMA. 


Hxnx distant from the cruel rage of war 
| ly placed in peaceful solitude, 
e know but little of the gen'ral sorrow. 
Yon venerable grove of spreading oaks 
Kindly immures this antiquated castle 
From proud Ambition's eye. It seems to court 
Neglected worth and ruin'd majesty 
To fly for shelter here. ; \ 


—_ 2 


* This tragedy was a very juvenile composition. It was 
somewhat improved when printed in the year 1790; the 
author now lets it go “ with all its imperfections on its 
head,” conscious that at last she could but make it a thing 
of * shreds and patches.” 
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UH AY 4 ; 1 
Devi 
VMA 
BBIRTEHA. 
| | How 1 
A8 1 9 Britain, all thy sufferings! 


Here, nurs'd by Peace, the Virtues lov'd to dwell. 


Alas! how chang'd! Now Discord yells aloud; © 

Murder and Rapine, Perjury and Fraud, 

Her hated offspring, flourish. 

3 | | EMMA. 

| | Yet may Britain 
Hope to regain Tos antient happiness. 

Ere this, brave Edmund, her avenging king, 

(Who for his strength unequall'd hath obtain'd 

The name of Ironside) attacks her foes. 

O Birtha! conquest must attend his cause, 

Since Honour, rigid Justice, steady Courage, 

Unite to draw his sword. 


ws 


BIRTHA. 


— 


Heroic man 
Bravgk distress, wise in prosperity ! 
The grace, the glory of the English kings! 
His soul, disdainful of the peace his father 
Inglorious Ethelred from Denmark purchas'd, 
Awoke the slumbering virtue of his people, 
And dar d the invader to the field of war. 
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MMA. 

The stern Canutus, Denmark's victor prince, 
Our mortal foe, tho deem'd unmatch'd in arms, 
Trembles (as oft I've heard) at Edmund's name, 

While scowling envy dims his alter'd eye. 


BIRTHA. - \ 

Fen as the sun with brighter lustre seem 
To paint the face of nature, when compar'd - 
With the preceding tempest; so, great Edmund, 

Thy virtues, weigh'd against thy CY e 
— more graceful. | 

8 5 EMMA. 
#-. Stop, my gentle Birtha, 
Nor curse my husband and thy Edrick's father. 

Let Britain's foes dwell, with malicious j joy, 
On his disastrous reign : a wife must weep 

And hush in reverent silence all his frailties. 


* 


BIRTHA. > 
Call'st thou him husband? Oh! that sacred name, 
Importing tenderest guardianship and love, 
Sat but ungraceful on your tyrant lord. 
Love, the kind union of consenting souls, 
 VUnnotic'd, at your brother's harsh command 
Tou mov'd to Hymen's altar: so of old, 
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Pale with her fears, with loath averted eye, 
The virgin victim came, a sacrifice. | 
| | EMMA. 

How hard, my friend, the fate of those who bear 
The envied evil of distinguisb'd birth! 
 Ne'er must they listen to the potent call | 
Of fond affection : some designing statesman, 
Frigid of soul, the dire alliance forms, 

'That gives. suppos'd stability to empire. 
By such as these was wretched Emma given 

To English Ethelred. His arm they thought 
Might succour Normandy. The vain design 
Heaven view'd with indignation: for my brother 
Liv'd to behold the man, by whose assistance 

He hop'd to gain such plenitude of power, 
Fly to his court to save a hated life, 
Scorn'd by his suhjects and bereft of all. 


_ BIRTHA., 
The duke relented then? » 


EMMA. 
3 With many a tear 
He bath'd my cheek, and, clasping in his arms, 
Wish'd he had given me to the man I lov'd, 
Nor paid respect to asking mayesty. 
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Heard I aright? the man you lov'd? 1 
| EMMA. = 
Yes, Birtha. 

the tho” bursting with its secret woes, 

Hath hid this sorrow long. 
: | Trust, royal Emma, 

My steadfast faith. TD 

| EMMA. 


Twere infamous to doubt 
Truth long approv'd. Too well thou know'st the tears 
My eyes have shed for Ethelred's hard usage; 
Nor e'er suppos'd love, hopeless love, increas'd 
The copious flood. O Birtha, blame me not, 
Nor think I 8werv'd from duty's rigid laws. 
Long ere your monarch led me to the altar, 
I own'd my heart irrevocably gone. 3 


Thou weep'st. — : 


Oh! misery too like my own. 


- 


1 | EMMA. | 
Tess at the time the female heart first beats 
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With sensibility, ere reason governs, 
A noble stranger sought my father's court, 
By martial tilting call'd. His person, Birtha, 
Spake graceful dignity, and seem'd a shrine 
For mental excellence. In ev ry sport 

ictor he shone. Methinks I now behold him, 
The garland in his trembling hand, approach me: 
He kneel'd and cried, © Accept, bright maid, this token: 
« 'Tis all a giftless stranger can bestow, 

c And due to thee, thou fairest of the fair!“ 
Oh! judge me not too harshly, when I own 
I blush'd with pleasure and receiv'd the prize. 


BIRTHA, 
Saw you him afterwards? 
EMMA. 

The duke, my father, 
(Than whom none dearer priz'd a soldier's name,) 
Pleas'd with his gallantry, requested much 
His further stay. 'Thereto the stranger knight 
Grateful assented ; and by courteous manners 
Won ev'ry heart. He soon of me obtain'd 
A private conference, and implor'd my love, 
Breathing the tenderest vows. Ah! dearest frien« 
Prosperity had made me idly gay, . 


, 


Misfortune's gloomy melancholy night 
I ne'er had known. I own'd my infant flame, 
Fancying each envied happiness my own. 


BIRTHA. _ 
Protect us! was he false ? 


EMMA. | 
His generous heart 

Scorn'd every meanness, nor betray'd its trust. 
But then my brother, by your monarch won 
To grant his suit, that hated union nam'd. 
Can words express my anguish? I confess'd 
My secret choice. Then he assum'd the sovereign— 
Vow'd to abandon me to infamy— 
Compell'd my gallant love to fly his realm 
On pain of death—confin'd me in a castle— 
From thence releas'd to be a wretched bride. 


„„ BIRTHA. 80 
Knew you the knight's extraction? 
EMMA. 
Once he own'd 


IrIVEC them Danish ancestors, 1 
Whose eee swell the trump of Fame. 
This, tho entreated much, was all he own'd; 
Nor have I since beheld him. 
B 5 
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; BIRTHA. 

| Pardon, lady, 
My wonder, that such juvenile regard 

Lives still unconquer'd in your prudent breast. 


EMMA. 


Birtha ! the sentiments we nurs'd in youth, 
Howe'er romantic, on the mem'ry grav'd | 
Are scarce expuug'd by stealing age. Our hearts, 
Bold and rebellious, to the ruling mind TT 
| Pay scant allegiance. Coldly left to mourn 
In solitude, that nurse of tender woes, 
Fancy, too busy, sharpen'd ev'ry pang, 
By painting happiness I might have known. 
____ BIRTHA, 
Unworthy Ethelred ! he should have tried, 
By kind attention, to have won thy heart. 
But souls like his scorn manly gentleness. 
Close wiles and guilty pleasures lov'd his court. 
Degenerate manners—Britain half subdued— 
The Danish massacre the hateful tribute 
Io ev'ry distant age shall mark his name 
Forgive him, be is dead! 
Is not the mem'ry of th' unhappy sacred? _ 5 


. 


. 
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| Now change the een -a th royal Edmund 
And thy dear Edrick, thy betrothed lord. 


I fear the prince's truth. 5 = 


EMMA. 


Sweet maid, he loves thee 
With all the dotings of 6 


Alas! a temper so reserv'd and stern | 
Scorns the weak yieldings call'd by woman, love. 


EMMA. 


_ Tis true, of late, he shows some dang'rous signs 
Of growing rancour. With distemper'd eye | 
He views all objects. Hast thou not incens'd hun 

By cold indifference, or contemptuous scorn ? 


BIRTHA. 


Too well he odds, easy heart his o., 


And cruel scorns me as a foolish maid. 
Whene' er we meet, no looks of tender love, 
No gentle vows, escape him. His stern aspect 
Bhespeaks a mind intent on desp'rate schemes. 
| Anon he starts, —utters disjointed words 


— 


5 ö eier 
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Heavens! should his thoughts aspire to Britain's throne, 
What must lost Birtha suffer! 
= EMMA. 


Dire ma. : 
0 = Eternal ! "tween the princely youths 
Let lasting concord reign. For this, before 
Yon altar, witness to my daily vows, | 
Humbly I 'Il supplicate. The queen approaches 
Sooth her, my Birtha, with thy gentle love: 


Her fears for Edmund border on distraction. 


* Emma. 


BIRTHA. 
Fears she for Edmund's life? My harass'd — 
Throbs with more horrid bodings. 
SCENE II. 
Enter ELGIVA. as” 
| yal mourner, 
Yet turn, yet lift thy melancholy yes; ; 


Thank of the victories that grace thy lord, 
And let the thought breathe comfort to thy soul. 


— 


ELGIVA. 


Talk not of et for my soul is e a 
” long Suspense. No tidings yet from Edmund. 


* x 


# 


Than that thine Edmund leads all veteran troops, 
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Tho moon-has wd and wan's since last we POO 
In war, for speed, he used to imitate 
The darting lightning. If success were ours, 


The welcome tidings had been soon GO 


To stay my tears.—He's dead. 


BIRTHA. 
Suppress that „ 


: Rumour, thou know'st, is swift to tell mischance. 


A braver band ne'er grac'd a monarch's train 
Or the fair flower of young nobility. 


ELGIVA. | 
His value justifies my fears. Ah! friend, 
The Dane is fortune's fav'rite ; Edmund worn 
By long adversity.—Heavens ! should he perish, 
Is there no poor asylum to receive 
His wretched widow and his infant son, 
Where, undisturb'd by Denmark, grief may waste 


This hated life? No, Birtha, there is none. 


The father's enemies with rancorous hate 


Pursue the orphan babe :—he too must * 
Heard you a noise? 


BIRTHA. 
Methinks the gates unclose * 
| Again—A ma cond _ 185 
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| A warrior arm'd 
Hath Lt the _ and the soldiers hail him 
rte martial honours. 


ELGIVA. 
| We will meet him too. 
Spirit of comfort, sit upon his lips; 
Give him to speak of virtue's well- earn d palms, 
And Britain's Pease bought by her monarch's sword. 
Exit. 
—___—— 


SCENE IL | 
| Before the Castle. | 
Enter KENELM, meeting an Officer. 
How fares our royal mistress Elgiva? | 


OFFICER, 


Oh! if thou MAEM intelligence of Edmund, 
Thou art thrice welcome. Since he went to battle, 


22 * 2 * 
1 


as 


Soft'sleep formkes ber 74s and * | 
Flies from her n face. Are we victorioggf”} 5 


Look round the castle: bee Edanand's all; 
Our cause is desp'rate. Now no feeble ray 

Of glimmering hope, unless the Mercian.Cefrid 
Should bring his vassals instantly to stop 

The victor's march. But age unnerves his frame. 
Will he resume his long neglected arms 

To wage unequal war? or wake the _ 

or such a foe as Denmark? 


OFFICER, 

| Gracious nenen. 

Pity our wretched nation! TY 

KENELM. 

Doubly man 

The outworks. Careful watch, lest rude sedition 

Should enter here. Treason will now grow common, 
And practise villanies our ancestors : 

Would blush to think. O friend, I bring such nog 

But I n me to the * 


Behold with eager wildness she appears. e 


— — 2 — 


. 
mg ́ ! ̃ — — — . HR, — 


Enter ELGIVA and BIRTHA. 


ELGIVA. 


How fares the king ? 


KENELM. 
He hves. 
ELGIVA. _ 
He lives! Tis well. 
But yet thy walk cheek, thy downcast eye, 


Reveal a truth as terrible as death. 
Lives he a prisoner? 


 KENEIM. 
No. 


ELGIVA. 


Why tremble still 5 
I fear thou · it tell of fame and empire lost, 
Blaz ning the disadventurous chance of war. 


But blest for ever be the hand divine, 


That from the rage of battle sav'd my lord ! 
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Where was the combat? . 
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KENELM. 
" "Oni oact of Boon 


The lads met. Stern War from youth I've known 


Never till then her gloomiest terrors saw. 

For Freedom Britain toil'd; for Rapine Denmark 
Most fiercely fought, like wolves by hunger urg d 

To climb the fold. Their king in sable arms 

The squadrons led. Britain neath Edmund's care 
Defied his rage. Edmund, e'er great in war, 

With steady courage shining in his eye, 

Agile and strong, wielded the battle-axe, 

Broke the close ranks, and thinn'd the affrighted foe. 


ELGIVA. 


Oh! he was ever thus. 


KENELM. 


Success appear'd 
To j join our cause, when Edrick— 


BIRTHA. 
| Was he lain 
Tut in the beat of battle? did his death 
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* 


© KENELM. | 1 


1 * Shame be on his brow ! 
Reproach and inſamy attend his name 
Io ev'ry age! The prince was false. 


. 


KEN ELM. 
Was 0 to Sd. 


ME. ELGIVA. 
e: Edmund? to the brother of his soul, 
Endear'd by friendship, kindred, gratitude ? 
It cannot be! Edrick desert his brother, 
His godlike brother! and could Heaven permit it? 
Hush'd be each impious thought; I am resign'd. 
Just, though inscrutable, are all thy ways! 
Birtha, thou weep'st. Oh! if he be a traitor, 
His perfidy and thy unsullied truth 
Must ne'er unite. 
BIRTHA. 
No. I wilF greatly scorn 1 | 
Detest, e Ma: wretch. Proceed, lord Kenelm. | 


* as the king th appointed kD gave 
\ To chase the Dane, his troops, as if inspired 
With one infernal soul, against their brethren 
Turn'd their perfidious swords. Description Ha 
To tell our horrors : for the flying foe | 
Perceiv'd the tumult, stoppꝰd and hemm'd us round 
With certain death. Then what a scene ensued! 
Our noblest bled, the old with bruised arms 
From former battles 'scap'd—youth just beginning 


To wield the sword, heaps pil'd on heaps they e 
nnn . Fa 


— 


| ELGIVA, | 
The shocking sight? 5 e 
 __ KENEIM. | | 
Ah! lady, had you seen him, 
The big sharp tear roll'd rapid from his eye 
O'er his pale hollow cheek. His martial air 
Was lost. His nerveless hand dropp'd from its grasp. 
The useless weapon. Deep, loud, ceaseless 
Burst from his 28 breast. 
| * 
ELGIV Aa. 
Why was I distant? 
I would have os him in my faithful arms, 


And sooth'd his deep despair. 
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KEN ELM 
; Perfidious Edrick, 
To TAP. 0 erimes, perceiving mongst the slain 
F A form like Edmund's, sever'd from the corse 
> The gory head, which lifting on a spear, 
He cry'd aloud—* Britons, behold your king !” 
Then sunk each heart—to fly they feebly strove— 
Few 'scap*d. The injur'd king with tears T woo'd 
To save his life. He cried, the world was base, * 
And he would leave it; till I nam'd his queen 
Thereat his slow unwilling step he turn'd. 
His faithful guard with lifted bucklers screen'd 
Their sacred charge, and through th' assaulting foe 
_ Hew'd with their swords a way. Oft turn'd the king, 
Scorning retreat. As oft IT grasp'd his arm, 
And begg'd him for his queen and —_— s sake 
To deign to live. 
BIRTIIA. 


Where stays he now? 


KEN ELM. 


| That TOR 
He sent me to cnllect some scatter'd troops ; 


That done, to meet lun e 


 ELGIVA. 


Shall I behold him? 
| © join, wy friends! OW PRI; 


* beg 8 
r 
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To leave 3 preserve 
In some secure retreat a life so sacred. 


KENELM. 


Alas! my queen, a spirit great as Edmund's 
Will rather meet undaunted the fierce shock 
Of fell Adversity, than shun her fury. 
What means that shout? 
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A  ELGIVA, 


ae 
0 engen: Births, eee 0 


I must avoid him. Edrick, thou hast sham d me; 
Forc'd me to wear a blush in virtue's sight. | 
Let me retire and weep in solitude. [Exit Birtha, 


m_ 
— 


SCENE V. 


Enter EDMUND, 


ELGIVA. | 
| Thou, whom my soul for many tedious 8 F 
Hath sadly mourn'd—my life, my Edmund, welcome! 


8 
e 
e 


o! be not sad; forget thy wrongs awhile, 
And to the father and the husband give 


\ 


© EDMUND. A 
| | Can 1 forget my wrongs 'Y 

My only treasure! since we met, this heart 

Hath been bereav'd of all its dearest hopes. 

Edrick perfidious,—Sure this world's a stage 

For 'Treach'ry to beguile in Friendship's form, 
And foul Ingratitude to wound unpunish'd. 

The hopeful mother, when she hears my wrongs, 
Will view her foster d infant with suspicion, | 
Lest it should prove her bane. 


| A faithless brother, 
A ey conqueror, a ruin'd country, | 
Are subjects worthy of a hero's tears. 

Give me thy sorrows, Edmund, let me bear them. 


| EDMUND. 
Thou bear them, sweet _ oy would the thee 
down. 


Mizery hath mark'd ao 
And given me all her hoard of wretchedness, 


23 

ELGIVA. 
Oft has my lord confess'd the lab'ring swain 
More blest than he. Choose thou his humble lot. F 
Lo! Cambria's neighbouring hills, which Rapine ne'et 4 
Sought to invade, will shield thee from thy foes. - 
Her king, though rude of speech, with honest joy 
Will meet thy worth, and in thy quarrel arm. 
There (should success again desert thy sword) 
May we not shelter; there securely dwell 
With healthful exercise and calm delight? 
Time's lenient hand shall soften all thy cares, 
Nor e' en the mem' ry of thy ravish'd crown 
Awake regret. EE. 


EDMUND. 


o that I ne'er had worn it! 
Then, the rude business of the battle o- er, 
I might have lived. © 


' ELGIVA. 
Art thou resolv'd to die? 
A monarch lives but in his country's glory. 
What means the envied title royalty? 


Is it to smile when Fortune smiles? to lead « 
A. band of sycophants array'd in purple? 
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4 24 . 
Is it to feast with luxury? to riot 
In courtly pleasures?—Call'st thou this a king— 
When with exulting majesty he moves, 
And bends his arched brows in fancied greatness? 


These perilous times demand severe exertions. 
The thought of law-givers—the fire of heroes 
The statesman's care the soldier's toil, must all 
Centre in me; and as I guard my birthright, 
8 e it from . 


Is this thy wee then escape 
The rage of war? Why just relieve my soul 
From all its fears, with golden rays of 5 
Then leave n me to despair? N 


EDMUND. 
. O plead no more! 
FErxe long the Dane, crimson'd with British daughter, 
= Win seek this castle—now my little all. 
| But here my arm shall guard thee, my heart's blood 
Buy thee a respite from the victor's power. 
True to the'last for Elgiva I'll die. 


Wilt thou? Oh! torture. 


— 


EDMUND. 

| Kenelm, 3 | | 
Marshal the soldiers, lest the wily foe | . 
Surprise us unprepar d. Weep not, my love; 
ut let us fill this transient pause of fate DF 8 | 
With generous deeds and fortitude of soul. 
So shall the victor Dane with blushes own, 
Success is not the sure reward of virtue. 


* 


5 
un OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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VOL, IV. | c 7 


SCENE I. 


| A Feld, 

Enter EDRICK and ALLWYN. 
Auvrx, the Danish trumpet thrice hath sounded, 
And the tired army halts. The king intends 
Here to encamp- Be thine th intrusted bare 
T' intrench the English forces on the left, 
At ample distance. When the weary Danes 
Repair with sleep the waste of labour, then, 
Close by the covert of that shadowy wood, 
Conduct thy troops to the extremest bound 
Of ps castle. There await my orders. 


Men you, wich wa e achieve the final ruin / 
Of your unhappy brother? 


No: my views 
Lie deeper far. re i 
Thy regal honours, England! These to gain, 

I hazard future bliss and present comfort. 

Had Edmund driven out Denmark ere he died, 
His infant son had reign'd :—this I prevented. 
Now (having gain'd his pardon first by tears) 

My power must be employ'd t o'erthrow Canutus, 
Meantime some happy stratagem may reach 

The life of Edmund. Then must Britain, girt 
With war, reject an infant's feeble rule, 

And crave a martial lord: and who than Edrick 
More fit to wield the sceptre and the sword ?—— 


The Danes approach... We must not seem consulting | 
AWAY... W TE 


[Exeunt. 


Erect the royal standard on the slope 
Of this declining bill. See, friends, yon castle: 
e 


— 
* ”_ * 
1 3 
* 3 13 
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Doth it not proudly seem to threat our force? 
There, certain spies inform us, the fall'n Edmund 
Hath fled for safety. May we not expect 
Tomorrow's sun will terminate our toil, 

And crown our great Canutus king of England? 


First CHIEF. 


Edmund was once most terrible in arms; 

But, like th' autumnal meteor, now he lies 

Shorn of his lucid glories—whilst Canutus, 

Bright as the noon-day sun, claims from the world 
Respectful admiration. Kingdoms, states, 
(That never heard of Edmund) shall entreat 
His powerful friendship. Thou, lord Turkill, oft 
Enjoy'st his social converse: Tell us, how 
He bore the prosperous turn of fate at Ashdown. 


i TURRKILL. 
With tears he met it; nor has since appear'd 
Jo taste repose or joy. Oft will he curse 
Perfidious Edrick, and bids Heaven reward him 
With vain remorse and constant discontent. 
Then will he pity Edmund, and confess 
He envies his exalted excellence ; | 
Owns that his rival's worth hath still compell'd him 
To hard achievements, lest the world should think 
His fame eclips'd by his competitor. 


v ; * 
oy be 
» 

29 . 


Oft he appears enrapt in pensive thought: 
Then will he start, and cry“ Can I enjoy 
The profit, yet escape the shame of treason? 
Impossible!“ At this his boom beaves 
Almost to bursting. 
HAROLD, 
"Tis too nicely argned. 
Let Infaray' sit dark on Edrick's s brow; 
Renown encircles his, and shall for ever. 
Who is this Edmund? this all-famous king? 
Is he not son to perjur'd Etbelred; 
Who, scorning pity, Heaven, repeated vows, 
Bath'd in the blood of Danes his ruthless hands? 
O what a hateful deed! I saw it act. 
The conduits flow'd with blood: the dusky air 
Was fill'd with notes of woe, the horrid shrieks 
Of those in torture—sympathizing groans 
Of sad survivors: burning piles display'd 
A gloomy light, to show the heaps of slain _ 
That strew'd the earth, to ravining wolves consign' 
The tale still draws my tears. 


TURKILL. 1 


Just is thy grief. 
Tuns an ; infec deed. Our noblest Danes, 
Relying on the league then just confirm'd 
By either king, peaceful in Britain kd? 
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But ere our vessels reach'd their native shore, 


The faithless monarch to destruction doom'd 
The unoffending sojourners. 

| HAROLD. 

Oh! Turkill, 

It mocks 2 to relate what deaths 
The wretch contriv'd ! as if he ne'er had heard 
Of mild Compassion's heavenly tenderness. 
To die with ease was mercy; and 'twas all 
Gunilda's worth procur'd. I saw her suffer: 
Bravely magnanimous she climb'd the scaffold, 
Then crimson'd with her son's and husband's blood, 
Tho' given as hostages of Denmark's faith: 
Sustain d by fortitude divine, she died. 
These were her latest words: Inhuman murderer! 
Tho' now thou triumph'st, tremble when my brother 


Makes inquisition for wy blood.” 
ira CHIEF. 
: : She spake 
Prophetical. 
_ HAROLD. 


* alflicting Famine | 
And livid Pestilence most fiercely drew 2 
Death's ebon car: strange sights were seen in heaven; 
Armies in thick array, with ported spears— - _ 


Awful presage! Pale spectres, shrieking loud, 

Slid thro? the midnight gloom. The sand was mark'd 
With drops of blood. Earthquakes, portentous comets, 
Predicted tunes of wondrous n 8 
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Our lin , the furious Swayne, vindictive came. 
Then, for each murder'd Dane, ten English bled ; 
England still feels his wrath. Neglected orphans— * 
Thin-peopled cities—ruin'd villages— | 
Decaying palaces—uncultur'd fields, 
Mark it the empire of calamity, 

= | HAROLD. 
But $ee ;—the king. His troubled aspect Shows 
A mind at variance with itself. Let's meet him 
"wu Shouts of Ne Ws 


SCENE III. 
Enter CANUTOUs. 


WSROLD> 


Hail ! Canutus, 
Noblest of men, of monarchs, hail ! | 
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caxvrus. 
I thank you. 

O that my future deeds may justify 

This sounding acclamation ! Do thou, Harold, 
Encamp thy horse upon yon hill, Our foe 
Expects assistance from the earl of Mercia; 
Watch thou and intercept it. Go, brave Oznald,” 
Restrain the fury of the foragers. [Brit Harold. 
Command them on their peril not to tcl | 
Without due recompense, the little store 
Of frugal Industry. I would to heaven 

Our moderation might remove the same 
That hangs on our success! I am a king, — | 
Yet but a slave to passion; my big heart ¶ Exeunt Lords. 
Sinks at this prospect. Frowning on yon hill 

The castle raises its majestic turrets. 

Beauty and Virtue consecrate its walls. 

There saint-like Emma gives to holy rites 

Her widow'd hours. Make her your dearest "_ 
Celestial guardians! 


TURKILIL. 


h Canst thou thus commend 
Th' inconstant Fair? 


CANUTUs. 


he Too well thou know'st the power 
Of fierce constraint o'er timid gentleness. 
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A threat ning brother painful solitude 
No soothing friend absence imprisonment 
Conspired to force consent; her heart, I trust, 
Reluctant still. 

Knew she your high descent? 

CANUTUS, 

No : I conceal'd it; for between our states 
nveterate hate was fix'd. Besides, I wish'd 
To gain possession of her dear esteem | 
Without Ambition's lure:—this I effected. 
More artless than the blooming shepherdess, 
With blushing sweetness she confess'd her passion. 
My heart, tho' form'd of rugged elements, 
Here feels a weakness. Turkill, I ador'd her. 
Bereft of her, I lost my taste of life; 
Which now despising, in tumultuous war 
With reckless haste I plung'd. - | 


TURKILL. : 
| "- "on Love, my liege, 
Awake distractions in a hero's breast? 
caxvurus. | 
O friend! in souls like mine, tho? never form'd 
For mean entreaty, it assumes most power. 
5 
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Till I beheld her, Beauty ne'er allur'd 
My steady heart; nor had it vanquish'd then, 


But that the winning sweetness of her manners 


Gave it a power beyond itself. Yes, Turkill, 
Without her, Britain is subdued in vain. 
Restless, displeas'd, from joy to joy I an. 
0 | 

Assert thy love.. Von castle holds the queen... 
At thy command thy troops will climb the walls, 
And make her keep her long - neglected vows. 


Twere sacrilege. No! Venerable pile, 
Vour sacred groves shall never be invaded. - 
No ruffian hand shall rase your walls. The spot 
That holds my Emma is for ever sacred: 

Force shall not seize the treasure Love denies. 

; ; . 
No. Heav'n forfend! 
8 ere the sun climbs high noon, 
"To seek those turrets, and address the queen. 


- 
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Plead with endearing eloquence my cause. 

Tell her, I proffer her my heart and crown: 

Tell her I love — for, oh! she rules my fate. 

Yet recollect my sovereigu dignity, 

Nor force my blusbes by thy mean submission. 
Try her, my friend. Say first, —Canutus loves, 
And courts her hand. If she reject thy suit, 
Present this picture watch her alt ring look: 
Then, when the varying colour glows and fades, 
Show her this ring, the pledge of tender vows. 
Twice seven long years ago, in Normandy, 


The yielding fair bestow'd it. 
TURKILL. 
TY TL obey. 
Irie Turkill, 


If with false scorn or womanigh disdain 

She treats my suit (by conscious honour taught 
To drive her image from my soul) in war 
Nobly I'll shine, and dare heroic acts; 

Till dying Edmund to my grasp resigns | 
The long-contested crown, as Valour's meed, 
Not the light gift of undiscerning Fortune. 


7 
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Enter HAROLD. | 


| HAROLD. 
Cefrid, my lord, already has obtain'd 
Admission in the city. So prince Edrick | 
Informs me. He requests to be admitted 
To pay obeisance. 


caxurus. 
Ha! what wants the traitor? 
"FREY ing heart! T must n. resentment. 


Enter E DRI. 


EDRICK. 


"= whose more than mortal worth constrains 
All hearts to lowly rev'rence, suffer Edrick - 
To pay, on bended knee, his vow'd allegiance. 


ps ? | 
Sir, ever Ne to call the brave pl 
We wave tha ceremonious forms of homage. | | 


A heart by wonder and esteem compelbd,—- 

A zeal to serve your cause by none exceeded, — 

Is all my little wealth. The brilliant lustre 

Of your fair virtues drew my wond'ring eye. 

The cords of brotherhood I quickly broke 

Jo lay me at your feet entreat your favour; 
Which granted, Nature's dearest bond I'll cancel, 
And live or die to serve you. Seems this strange? 
Friendship by far transcends the ties of blood 

In muy gen'rous bosoms. 


Much we thank you.—  _ 
Can Heav'n hear such a wretch, nor launch its thunder? 
My steady love on ev'ry danger drives me. 
In yonder tow'rs the crest-faln king collects: 
The thin remains of many a former battle: - 
Join'd by the daring Mercian, he intends | 
To take the field ; but there my covert wiles' - 

Brave and i Tho? es defenced, 

Fresh and undaunted he renews the n 8 
I To bear prosperity is poor applause; 124% 


* 
* 
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But to endure the gloom of such misfortunes. 
Bespeaks a mind too noble for despair. 


* - 


3 ED RICK. 

Since in the race of honour he hath lost, 

were better far Edmund should cease debate, 

And to the victor yield the toil'd-for crown. 

Thus ts robot” yainst Heaven's awarding hand 

| Think st thou, prince, to gain 

My favour by maligning Edmund's worth? 7 

Hast thou not robb'd him of his crown and glory? 

Spare his good name; tis now the hero's all — 

Perdition catch the wretch! I loath his presence. LAside. 
| rey 


Mr chan; jr Dans, trains 
I seem to serve! Beware—Revenge is mine. ¶ Aside. 
Wouldst think, my lord, this alight attempt of Edmund's | 
Could wake our master's fear? | 
_ 
Al four be vcifis. 


ern while the hghing d 
— — | 


For him I'd venture deeds posterity 
Should scarce believe. 


HAROLD. 
8 Ashdown records those actions : 
What ennpt the ances ©" 


EDRICK. 


T know my brother's temper 
Open and free, the qualities of fools, 
Which abler heads can fashion. These I'll use; 
Seek out his presence fasten on his knees 
So weep—condemn—confess, that in his heart 
He will replace me; e | 
For Denmark's good. 
3 ; ; 
EG  .. - MAROIM 3% 
Be that thy care, and de. — 
Our king for thy reward. 1 . — 


ee e 
At Ashdown battle, to exalt my head 
c 
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HAROLD. 
Our king reveres his oath, and honours 9 
But say, dread prince, why lives such enmity 


; *Twixt you and Edmund? Rumour speaks him noble, 


Of temper sweet, in carriage affable; 
In fine, a man that ev'ry grace adorns. 


EDRICK. - 
He that believes report is trick'd by falsehood. 
Some she extols as if the sons of light; 
Some she defames. Tis whim, and all caprice; 
 Edmund's her idol—I, her scorn. Yet Edmund 
To me was most unjust for all my labours. 
Did he requite me? Yes. He seiz' d the earldom, ; 


Consigned me by my sire. 


5 HAROLD. 
On what pretext? 


| > | EDRICK. 
A rude demand of Cefrid's. True, my father 
Once gave it him, but for the boon required 


Some small achievements. - When the dotard pleaded 


Conscience religion; such reply incens'd 
My powerful father. The proud earl he banish'd, 
And grac d me with his honours. I enjoy'd them; a 


a 


* 


Till on his death my brother climb'd the throne, 
Who sternly will 'd me to resign my claims, 


HAROLD. 
Did you obey? Sto 
| | EDRICK. 
Astonish'd, —T entreated, 
Threaten'd, protested, rag'd, and storm'd in vain : 
But since that hour, as misers hug their gold, 
I've treasur'd my revenge. Dost thou not think : 
The haughty king, when Britain by my wiles 
Was girt with death, deplor'd the injury? ©" 5% 


% | 8 
x Ya.” 2 


* * 


He mourn n'd, when round in heaps his coltiers fell; 
Oh! 'twas a subject for a monarch's tears! 
E'en great Canutus stopp'd his mighty . 
As if unwilling to increase bis woe. 


* 


ED RICK. 


Be that my task; my pleasures are his pains. 
Commend me to our master, and assure him 


Of my unswerving faith. _ [Exit Nun. 
HAROLD. = 
Advent'rous youth ! 


G0 6 For thy hellish deeds - 


With ample carnage glut che Danish raven. Lal 


2 5 
2 „ 
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SCENE v. 


Gloucester Cast le. 
8 


Hast thou, O misery! torture more severe, 
to love, to love one lost to honour? 
and yet despise; to glow with shame, 
9 Hearing the deeds of him we idolize ? 
Buch tortures rend my heart. Perfidious Edrick ! 
Why hast thou sham'd the promise of thy youth 
By crimes most horrid, most detestable ? 
Hypocrisy was deem'd of alien growth. 
Oh! that its baleful foliage should g/ershade 
— 2oneUnV with gue cnrs 7, 


* 


Enter EMMA. 1 
eee tears? 1 % 
: EMMA. 


| Yes, eu me, cailions! Thy erg come. BE] 
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6 icy Charity 
And shall the sorrows of an ill- placed passion 
Compare with griefs like theirs ? 


BIRTHA. -- 


| O s$pare me, ma am; 
Th? unstricken heart * license to condemn. * 
EMMA. 
Ah! friend, did Emma number all the pangs EY 
Her breast has felt, and honour them with tears, 
Twould furnish converse for a summer's day % WR 
Though the sharp ting of grief decays by time, 1 
This heavy calm this slumber of the soul— 
This stupid, cold, indifferent apathy f 
Time ne'er can conquer. So to stormy days, 
When Autumn reigns, dull misty nights succeed, 
Uncheer'd with light of . friendly star. 


hs BIRTHA. _ 


Hard are the 1 of adversity 
To the weak minds of fragile womanhood. 
Canst thou, o 
e 6cb tia 
EMMA. 
Birtha! e 
Dexing of fame? abbortence of reproach ? | 


3 
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A mind that seeks eternity's applause ? 
A soul that pants for immortality, 
That med'cine for despair? 


% 


Enter a SERVANT. 

SERVANT. | | 
| Lady! from Denmark 
A warlike knight craves audience. | 


C | 1 Ha! of me? 
Well, et him come:—tis strange what this imports. 
| LErii Servant. 


Hail, princess! happy, if thy will assents. 
Canutus, lord of many a potent realm, 

Fortune's belov'd, the paragon of virtue, 

Resigns the style that suits a conqueror, | 

To breathe the vows of heartfelt 'tenderness. © 


Charm'd by your peerless fame, he 4129 offers 
His h, on | 


| I thank the gen'rous prince: 
But, oh! that hand is stain'd with English bloed; 

That crown is wrested from great Edmund's brow; 
And all the conquests that attend his sword 
Are bars affix d by Heaven to part us wide: - 
He, England's foe—I, once of England queen. 
The sea and fire, forgetting antient hate, 


May sooner form an union. 
TURK ILL. 

| - Think one moment; 
8 once rejected, scorns entreaty. 
Your former state avails not. See yon hill, 
Black with the sable garb of threat ning war: 
There Denmark's sons entreat the promis'd fight, 
Nor can this castle long withstand their pow'r. 


Means then your king to claim his right of conquest, 
And, when his captive, force me to submission? 
Tell the proud prince, while noble Edmund lives 
England disclaims a conqueror. Say, that Emma, 
Long used to adverse fortune, scorns the frowus 


I was the darling once of dazzling Greatness ; 
But soon, illusive as the dreams of morn, 

She flitted hence, and left me to complain. 
Ill fares the soul that loves such transient good; 

Mine soars above; ee, ae Fortune, 


5 Unhappy Ethelred was once « king, 


e et 
' TURKILL. 
| Canst thou him compare 
To "HOO Denmark ? Fortune's but a name. 
The brave and wise must e er ensure success, 
Buy daring to deserve. Our great Canutus 
Erects his empire on the surest base. 

Trust me, the Baske crown ml bind his bes 
eee peng 
EMMA. 

1 Plead no more. 
To hearts like inine, tir'd of life's changeful scene, 


_ © Grandeur, if permanent, could boast no charm. 


O! would the Dane, e eee 
But yield me to retirement and my God, 

Wrong d as I am eee, ee 
nnn + al 


Talk of retirement when the full-blown rose 
Fades on thy cheek ; when misty age obscures 
Thine eye's transcendant ray: yet even then 
Shall love pursue thee, lur'd by mental charms, 
These shall be thine eben to life's latest stage, 
And spread a lustre round thy silver hairs. 


3 


And dost thou think the breath of empty praise 
Can shake the even tenour of my soul? 8 
Give o'er persuasion, Dane. Pains, prison, death, 
I'd sooner meet, and cheerfully endure, 

Than join my hand to one my heart abhors. 


TURKILL, prezenting CANUTUS's picture. | 
Yet one more suit. Canutus tenders this, 8 
His picture, lady. O reject it not! 1 
Such is the lover that you treat with scorn. 
e 

; 

ws ce eat; Art exy'd its bat, 
Vet was it poor. The eye's superior lustre— 
The emanation of a noble soul= _ 


» 
WT eee _ 
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Als raven locks hung waving, So he smiled 


1 
1 
4 
| 
l 
1 
4 
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The look of truth—the air of dignity, «> . 
The painter drew not. pe. 
This ring he also gives. 
. 
She meeps and trombles! What may this portend? * 


EMMA. | 
The same !—Retire a moment. [Exit Turkill. 


{ng | O my Birtha, 


. presume to search events unborn ? 


The stranger knight who won my youthful love, 1 1 


The gallant chief ador'd in Normandy, 


. bs Dennzark's victor 3 


= 3 
"i 5 Delightful tidings ! 


Ye, I remember the alluring form. 
Time has matur'd each beauty. Graceful chan 


When, in the tournament, his rival fell, = 
And loud applause proclaim'd him conquergFs;,. 5476 : 
Could I expect I Should again behold him; „ 


4 


He lives !—He loves Now, . thou art arr. * 72 f 


mine, with blended joy, as friend and subject, 
To grasp thy knees, and hail thee, royal lady, 
Once more the "_—_ of England ! 5 


EMMA. 


Ha! That title! 
My RH which by Love enchanted stray'd 
To crown herself with roses, back recoils, 
| Shock'd at thy image, Ethelred ! ! Tis true, 
I was thy wife. 


BIRTHA. 


Fly to thy faithful lover.— 
Why thus irresolute ? 4 

_ EMMA. 

The Dane's success 


Clouded with misery thy declining years. 
Unhappy prince! Emma respects thy ashes; 
And to the guidance of thy martial son 
Submits her future conduct. 


' BIRTHA. | 5 
Ha! to Edmund? 


| . us 3 Hence, delusive hos? Po, 
Emma, resume thyself, and act the part 
Of steady Honour. Call the messenger. [ Exit Birtha. 
Exalted saints! blest monitors! who fix 
| The great resolve and chase the mists of passion, 
Assist a wretched mortal who aspires 

To gain the noblest conquest—Self-possession. 


Enter TURKILL and BIRTHA. 


\ 


N. 


| EMMA. 

Bear this my answer to your gen'rous lord 

Crowns may have charms for some, but he that sues 
For Emma's true esteem must offer more. | 


Impossible. The world affords no joy 
Surpessing empire, pomp, and happy love. 


| | EMMA. _ | 
Thou talk'st like one whose views Creation bounds; 
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Know, these, when Honour bids, I greatly scorn. 
Thou say'st, Canntus wishes much to name me 


| For ever his. 


TURKILL, 
. all else but Heaven. 


EMMA. | 


I take thy 3 Ambition's Geptin 5 joys, | 
And all the guilty boast of conqu'ring power, 
He will resign, with Britain's crown, to Edmund : 
Nay, start not, Dane.—On this condition only 
Can I be his. 


- TURKILL. 


Resign the British crown ! 
For which the North, for many a tedious year, 
Has sent her sons to bleed on distant coasts, 
Unwept, unhonour'd, giv'n to birds of prey { 
It must not, lady; no, it cannot be. 


| EMMA F#kneels. 
Hear then my awful oath, angelic powers! 
By all your mystic glories, thus I swear 


Never to plight my faith with great Canutus 
Till Edmund leads me to the sacred altar, 
And there avers him his and England's friend. 
D 2 


0 


TURKILL. 

Tremendous vow ! Death only breaks the bond: 
Recall it, princess, ere th” attesting angel 
*Grave it on heav'nly records. 


EMMA, rising. 


May the stings 
That perjur'd bosoms feel envenom mine, 

If e' er I break it ! Now thou know'st my answer: 
Perhaps his fond remembrance still is dear; | 


But it ayails not. 


TURKILL, 


That forbidding eye 
Prevents my further prayers. Great queen, farewell. 
Ln Tur kill. 


* 


EMMA, after a pause. 
At length the conflict” s 0'er,—Now soothe me, Con 
| Science, | 
With sweet applause. Come, Friendship, pour thy balm 
On this torn heart: I've given him up for ever, | 
Yet, great Canutus, must thou own my conduct 
Has not disgrac'd thy love. What, hast thou kept 
The picture? | | 5 


BIRTHA. | 
Shall J bear it to the Dane? 
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8 OS EMMA. 

No. Let me gaze. Honour forbids not this. 

Lord of my heart, thou shalt be treasur'd here: 

N ought but the chilling grasp of death shall tear 

Away thy fond remembrance. Soon, too soon, 

The battle must begin. Then will Canutus, 

Griev'd at my scorn, expose his sacred lite 

To certain danger. Should he fall, I charge thee, 

(For my heart tells I shall not long survive him) 

Inter us in one grave. Oh! lead me hence, 

Where I may weep unnotic'd by the world. : 
[Ezeunt. 


END QF THE SECOND ACT, 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I. 
Gloucester Castle 
Enter CEFRID and KENELM.. 
8 


Cxrnm, the soldier's vestment well becomes 
Thy aged limbs. Such zealous loyalty 

Confers new honours on thy silver hairs, 

Restores thy youth, and makes thy person sacred. 


CEFRID, 


O name them not. My deeds are all too poor 


To pay my debt of gratitude. Twas Edmund 
Who call'd me, when an exil'd wanderer, home, 
And gave me back my former dignity. . 

»Twas hard, my gallant friend, indeed 'twas hard, 
When age required repose, then to be banish'd 

My persecutor, he whose wars I fought, 
Unthankful Ethelred. 


55 
KENELM. 


| Had he rever'd 
His kingly oath, the Danes, our tyrants now, 
Had trembled at our name. But all is lost. 
At Ashdown, never, never to return, 
The British glory fled. | 


CEFRID. 
| Dost thou „ 
When the great Edmund yet survives to lead 
With vig'rous charge, and animate our souls 
Does he not burn, impatient to erase 
The record of his flight? 


KENELM, 
The guilt of Edrick 

Dejects the wonted ardor of his spirit, 
And grieves him far beyond the loss of empire. 
Oft bursts the loud complaint: but, when inform'd 
Of thy arrival, on his face appear'd 
A transient smile. Then suddenly he started, 
Sigh'd, and exclaim'd—“ Edrick, the — s faith 
Stamps tenfold guilt on thee !” 


CEFRID. 
| . Behold,—be comes. 
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SCENE II. 
Enter EDMUND. 
EDMUND. 
Yon wood will screen an ambush, Kenehn. Haste, 
Instant let Sigbert, with a hundred soldiers, 5 8 
Secure that post, and, when the battle joins, 


Fall on the Danish rear. think he's honest. 
[Exit Kenelm. 


0 Cefrid, wherefore, different from the world, 


Serv'st thou the son of beggar'd misery ? 
These small domains are now thy master's all. 


© CEFRID. | 
Task no gift; I barely do my duty. 5 


EDMUND, 


The man that does it should be made a king ; 
Nor would the earth have many. Oh! my friend, 
I've long'd for battle, as the blind for sight; 
Nor, till the Dane retreated, dropp'd my arm. : 
- Behold me now, insensible of fame, | 
Careless of whiat befalls, dispirited. 
Canst thou divine whence springs the fatal change? 


Much injur'd goodness! 


Most unworthy brother ! 


This knot aloe ne, Death must needs be sweet: 
Fraud lurks not in the grave. 


2 | Courage, great prince! | 
Thy iy ape ng ws deat ee 


| EDMUND. 

life's but a sultry day. Intrepid heart, 5 
Faint not, with toil, beneath the scorching sun; 
Soon will the welcome shades of evening rise, | 
And bog thy wish'd repose. 


CEFRID. 


South from thine thats 
| Send hea, Arm thy vindictive soul 


T avenge thy subjects, and confound their pride. 
Enter an OFFICER. 


- OFFICER. 


, My lord, the treach'rous Edrick claims admittauce. 
| D 5 
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EDMUND, 
Edrick ? He brings some message from Cannes 
Let him approach. Be calm, be calm, my heart! 


— 
SCENE III. 
Enter EDRICK, 


| | * EDMUND. 
What hath thy lord, the Dane, to ask of Edmund? 
; | | EDRICK. 
Hast thou forgot me ? 
EDMUND. 


Thou wert once my brother, 
But thou art now my foe. 


E DRICR. 
How just thy taunts ! 
Give vent to thy upbraidings. Curse me, Edmund: 
I have deserv'd it all. | 


* EDMUND. | 
> | I'll not reproach thee : 
Language can never paint my wrongs. 
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EDRICK. 


T own it ; 
The vile offender owns it. en Mercy! 


EDMUND. | 
Of, hypocrite ! What, wouldst thou have my life? 
Mean'st thou to bind and sell me to the Dane? 
Mercy disclaims a wretch like thee. 


EDRICK., 
Yet 8 


* won by NED repentance, and—— — 


EDMUND. 
| Repentance! 
It claims no power o'er such obdurate hearts 
He that could cause and see his country's ruin 


Can never feel contrition. 


Tort'ring guilt ! 
EDMUND. ny 
Hast thou forgot thy father? Sure the thought 
Of what he suffer'd from these rude invaders 
Might nerve thy soul to vengeance. Thou didst see him 


- Sink 'neath a weight of unexampled sorrows, 
= 1 


A royal, aged vagabond. Go, Edrick, 
Join with his foes. Go, trample on his ashes, 


And be a monster. 

That I've ruin'd thee, 
Distracts me most. 
EN | EDMUND. 


ba Would Heaven that crime were all! 2 
So might the shameful record be expung' d, 

And our divided hearts unite again. 

But thou hast ruin'd Britain, — spoil'd her hopes, 

| Fen in the happy hour of victory. 

Giv'n her to sharp oppression and the Dane.— 

How many nobles ask from thee their sons? 
Think how they died, slain in the morn of life; 

Think of their _ virtues, —and despair. 


Dick. 


Since nought but death can expiate my crimes, 
Oh! Edmund, once the most humane of men, 
Curse not thy brother, and he dies before thee: 
Grief cannot palliate treachery like mine; 

And yet to tell my agony of soul 

My trembling tongue denies. 


EDMUND. 
Unhappy man! 
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Dost thou then pity me? Oh! generous Edmund! 
Thy pity here is sweet. Where shall I look ? 
If on the past, what see I but thy love 
And my misdeeds? If on the present, what 

But hooting Scorn and cloudy Infamy ? 

If on the future,—ha ! tis death to think, — 
Vncancell'd guilt and Heaven's impetuous wrath. 
No friend—no pleading angel—Nature sinks; 


My brain turns round. Can I bear this and live? 


Thou, who hast kept thy honest faith secure, 

Preserve it still, nor be undone like me. 
CEFRID. 

The bing relents. By Heaven, a tear of pity 


Stands in his eye! 
| EDMUND. 


Cefrid, he wrings my soul. 
EDRIck. 4 


My soldiers, from the Danish camp detach'd, 
Now march with willing ardor to rejoin thee. 


Receive, — forgive them. To thy brother's baseness. 


Impute their fault, and let his vital blood 


Atone for all. | [Attempting to kill himself. 


ö EDMUND. 
Live—keep thy blood for Britain. 


af 


62 


Live to erase the mem'ry of thy fall. 
Rush not on death thus, with uncleansed heart.— 
He prays: O Mercy, hear! | 


Dost thou not hate me? 


LS - EDMUND, 


I do not merit trust; yet will I be 
The man thy soul delights in, suffering patient | 
The leader's cares, the sun-burnt soldier's labours. 


. EDMUND. 

Vet, ere I join thee to my panting breast, | 
Declare, whence springs this change. Is it revenge 
For some rude insult suffer'd from the Dane? 
Or comes thy agony from true contrition ? 

Me, Edrick, thou again mayst wrong, but Heaven 
Beholds thy deeds. Wake not its utmost wrath 


By practising reiterated crimes, | 
 EDRICK, * 


| 1 do deserve distrust. O that my breast 
Were now disclos'd to thy discerning eye ! 
So should 1 find an access to thy heart. 


* 
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EDMUND. 

Too well thou know'st the way to Edmund's heart; ' 

Nor can I marvel, since twas ever thine, — 

Think then how bitterly thy falsehood pain'd me. 
Of this, no more: be thy misdeeds forgot; 

Or but remember'd, as a maniac's raving, 

To be a theme for constant gratitude 

When sense long absent, wish'd-for guest, returns. 

But let thy Edmund take thee in his arms. 

I have forgiv'n thee: risze—entreat no more. 


EDRICK. 
Thus is unhoped-for goodness. 
EDMUND. 
You, who with me have wept my brother's loss, 
Partake the N return bestows. 


CEFRID, 


Him that wache to tread the paths of TRE 
Cefrid will bobd most dear. 


EDRIcR. | 

Spoke like a Briton ! 
O that I ne'er had lost that glorious name! 
Would che contested earldom, that inflam'd me 


With rage and envy, had been sunk in earth! 
Yet when I waken'd from the hellish dream, 

The tigress howling for her ravish'd young 
Was far less furious. For my peace, my honour, 
The pride of virtue, and the boast of Ws 
r 


EDMUND. 


neee 
Cancel thy falschood by superior truth, 
And I will hold thee to my heart again 
Noblest of men! 
- Give but the blest occasion, and this sword, 


By thee diverted from this contrite bosom, 


EDMUND. 


Thy merit shall be prov'd. Scorning ae, 
Again this day my Britons shine in arms. 
Determin'd race! to the last pause of life 
Safely they guard their liberties and laws. 
Again, my friend, my dauntless courage glows ; 
Edrick is mine. Now, Denmark, I defy thee. 
His kindred arm shall guard his brother's side. 


65 


Go first, and to the minister of Heaven 
Confess thy fault, and kneel for benediction. 
Blest in thy love, my heart o'erflows with joy. 
Since Edmund pardons, what can Edrick fear ? 
[ Exit Edrick. 
EDMUND. 
Thou, gallant Cefrid, hasten to thy troops: 
Inflame their courage. Tell them, Edrick's ours, 
And Denmark reft of all that England fear'd. 


Instant I'll lead them to the glorious combat. | 
Ss Cefrid. 


| | Enter KENELAM. 
Wes means thy quick return? 


My hag: the troops 
Of Edrick hs covetind from the Dane, 


And halt within our out-works. In the castle 


A Danish nobleman is just arrived: 
He bears a flag of truce, and eye hs bases 


Is with _ ack 
EDMUND. 


15 Comes he to kw kid 
To bid me yield this remnant of my power ?— 
No. He chall trample first on Edmund's corse. 
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SCENE IV. 
Enter HAROLD. 


HAROLD. | 
Canutus sends to Edmund friendly greeting. 


* 


„ - | - * WR 
I thank his courtesy. What wills he now? 
. | HAROLD, 


Thus saith the king: Too long has surly war, 
Stern foe to social ties and gentle virtues, 
Enslav'd and ravag'd this once fertile land; 
ITis time, at length, to give tlie mourner rest.— 


EDMUND. pee 
Wl fare the wretch whose curst ambition caus'd 
This dire distress ! Repay him, Heaven, with blood! 
Dane, tell thy lord to leave hypocrisy, 
Nor mourn the evils that from him proceed. 


To the rude bands that form the throng of war 
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It nought avails who guides the reins of power, 
So he that holds them bear an even hand. | 
Thou must confess the virtues of Canutus. 


| EDMUND. . 
Designs your king to talk away my crown? 
Or thinks he, aliens feel for England's woes 
More deep than English kings? I mourn her sufferings, 
But will not yield her to the lordly Dane 
| Whilst vigour nerves my arm. If your Canutus 
So deeply mourn this waste of Christian blood,* - 
Let him stand forth: I'll meet bim breast to _— 
And e for life and empire. O 


HAROLD. 


Hear me, prince: 
is for this awful purpose I. am come. 
True valour triumphs in my master's soul; 
He will not shade his palms with treachery. 
„Ashdown,“ he cries, © shall never give me n 
But I will win her, as a hero ought, ; 
From her brave king, before I call her mine.” 
The day, the place of fight, by thee appointed, 
And just conditions sworn to, he proposes 
By single combat to decide the chance, 
What king shall reign o'er Britain, 
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EDMUND. 


| | Let the tune 
Be now; the place, the midst of yonder plain: 
Round let our adverse hosts in order stand, 
And patient wait the issue. Tell your king, 
J praise his worth. Say, if beneath his arm 
Lifeless I fall, twill be some consolation 
To think a hero will receive my crown. 


—_ 
Thy brave resolve Canutus will applaud : 
For much that monarch honours kindred worth, 


Nor will he yield the prize of bardihood 
3 n a contest fearful. 


| Dux D. 
It is well, [Exit Harold. 

Tis painful musing now,—'twill soon be tumult,— ' 
And then to live a king, or die a hero. | 
What if, within an hour, these active limbs, 
Bath'd in the icy dews of death, shall lie 
At Denmark's feet, the soul can ne'er be vanquish'd. 
Impassve it defies. the mortal spear, 
And $oars triumphant from the well-fought field, 
Bequeathing peace | England. Should the Dane 
Nene d tyrant ; Ar 
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But the kind grave will then close up my ear; 
Nor can her agonizing groans disturb 
My tranquil sleep. | 
KENELM. 
| Why, my beloved master, 
Distrust thy soldiers, and refuse with them 
To share the fame and danger? 


EDMUND. | 
Not distrust, 
But admiration of their oft-tried faith, 
Impels me to this peril. Let me perish, 


r 
Again in my behalf. 


——A— 
SCENE v. 
Enter ELGIVA. 
ELSIVA. 
Then tis too true; 
To hy fight he goes—he bleeds! he dies! | 
O Elgiva, how wilt thou bear the sight, . 
When he returns by weeping soldiers borne ? I 
When the stern heart that's steel'd by battle yearns, 


How wilt thou rave! how tear thy braxdod TO 
And almost menace Heaven ! 


70 


_ EDMUND. 

For pity, cease ! 
A nation's fate depends on Edmund's arm 
Send me not forth thus dull, thus woe-begone ; 
Or, at the first attack of martial Denmark, 
The sword will fall from my enfeebled hand, 
And yield him cheap success. 


ELGIVA. 


Would Heav'n my tears 
Could keep thee from this combat they should flow 
For ever. Thus I'd plead till language fail'd. 
The death-devoted villain pleads for life, 
But I for more than life: I plead for thee. 
The mother craves protection for her son: 
A playful youngling, pleas'd with vernant life, 
He smiles on all, nor dreams of future woes :— 
Shall Denmark seize his birthright, and insult 
The poor unfriended boy? 

ED MUND. 
The Dane is noble. 


Could I refuse the combat he propos'd, 
And be a patriot king? 


ELGIVA. 


Was 't not sufficient 
To share the danger with the base- born soldier ? 


„„ 

Must thou engross ithvingly uss ib dees 
So prodigal to spill the sacred blood 

By thee deriv d from many a famous hero? 


EDMOND» 
Taught ho their deeds to know my en 
Shall they complain that Edmund Ironside 
Disgrac'd the virtues of his untaught sires, 
Though plac'd in days when emulation rous'd 
The spark of generous worth? 


Fix'd is thy fame. 
Seven battles, won from Denmark, Shall engrave it 
On ev'ry Or ut breast. 


EDMUND. 


The truly brave 
Must scorn repose whene'er occasion calls. 
The death of Edmund gives his country peace: 
How rapt'rous is that thought! : 


ELGIVA. 


EDMUND. 


Does not the soul that warms each peasant's bosom 


To me how dreadful! _ 
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. Boast as divine an origin as mine? 
Their service shall I arrogate, yet shrink 


From my own duty? O my love! be calm: 


The cottage matron, for her slaughter'd 5pouse 

Or orphan child, feels sorrow sharp as thine. 

Do thou assert the gen'rous pride of birth, : 
Think that thy suff'rings give the nation peace, 
And take a conscious W from woe. 


ELGIVA. 
Go then to ight! obey the call of oY 
Though pain'd affection at thy danger start, 
To me thy fame is sacred. Go, farewell! 
Cold as the dire arrest of . that ward 
*. to my . 


' EDMUND. 5 | 
And does not Edmund suffer, 
Thou loveliest mourner? Did I tell my sorrows;.... 


But hence complaint: tears must not stain my cheek. 


Angelic pow'rs, who watch o'er Innocence, 
Save—save my child! and bless my Elgiva ! | 
| ¶Exeunt severally. 
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SCENE VI. 
Small distance from the Castle. 
Enter EDRICK and ALLWYN. 
 ALLWYN, BC 
My lord, a rumour spreads throughout your troops, 
That stern Canutus and your mighty brother 


By single combat will this day decide 
The issue of the war. 
EDRICK. 

I know it, Allwyn ; 
4 trust me, Fortune now with kindest aspect 
Looks on our hopes. Let daring royalty 
Expose its breast to danger's furious shock, 

I give them ample leave. Let them fight on, 
Till each is satisfied. O that thy bosom 
Glow'd with as warm a zeal for enterprise 
As mine now feels! 


My ever gracious master, 


Disclose to my attentive ear your wishes; 
VOL, IV, E 
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The ready execution of this arm 
Attends your will. 
EDRICK. 


I know thee, and will trust thee. — 
The armies deem the rivals justly match'd, 
And wait, with beating hearts, the chance of war ; 
But I, who rate them better, can predict, I kh 
Success will follow Edmund's agile arm, | | 
Skilful and strong alike. Now mark me, Allwyn; 


= Thou hast the skill with surest aim to wing 


The pointed dart. Amongst the troops of Denmark 
Choose a fit place; and when the shouts of triamph 
Salute the conqueror, guide th' envenom'd shaft 
Even to the breast of Edmund. If he fall, 
Amid the tumult drop thy bow, and herd 
Among the English; and the slaughter'd bodies 
Of my slain rivals, now no more my fear, 
Shall be the steps to mount me to the throne. 

W 


ALI WIN. * > 
Where is the infant prince? 


EDRICK. 


| | In ii 

At Gloucester priory. But the young serpent 
May soon be seiz d, if all else suits my purpose. 
Already, towards the plain, the Danish host 
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Moves like a sable cloud and fearless Edmund 5 

Had lac'd the cuirass on his panting breast | 

When I came from the castle. | . 
ALLWIN. 

Ile shall come, 


Falsely secure; even as the Libyan lion, 
With stately step, walks to the artful snare 


Laid by avenging shepherds for his run. 
5 [Exeunt, 
END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I. 
4 

Enter HAROLD, and Danish Chiefs.” 
Firat CHIEF. 


Te i important moment comes, when Denmark's fate 
Rests en the vigour of her monarch's arm. 


© Ye hoary guardians of our Ty ou 
regions now 
„ 


"= In regal pow'r; but in high feats of arms 
8 A 


So may this days success declare! O friends, 
Should he be vanquish'd, Denmark sinks to nothing: 
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Force 4 front it term denden eb 
Fix'd on this fertile isle, as a fit station 

Whereon to raise the massy pile of empire. 

This to achieve, her noblest blood hath flow d 
as eat, as 


First CHIEF. 


Must we not blame Conti 
Who, now triumphant, yields his certain right 
To the decision of uncertain fortuue? 


Long have the rival kings-incessant toi dd 
To gain a nobler prize than conquest Fame. 

The brave disdain $uccess acquir'd by baseness. 
Canutus waves the strange events of Ashdown, 
e e eee | * 


Second CHIEF, 
The king appears. 


SCENE II. 
Enter CANUTUS and TURKILL. = 
CANUTUS. MS. | 
| Q Turkill, urge no more. 
Can I, as king, endure the harsh condition? | 


P 


r 
r 
4 


* 


_ 


78 


Resign my conquest? My indignant blood - 
Mounts at the thought. Implore the love of Edmund ? 
O meanness !—Never.— Emma, I resign thee ; 
And, loathing further life, now seek to die 

. At least with honour, 


' TORKILL. 

| Who can blame thy love, - 
That looks on merit with approving eye? | 
So sweet her manner— $0 refin'd her sense 
Sock native dignity of soul adorns her, 

obs wot * 


| 3 CANUTUS, a 

| Proceed. —How sweet this subject to a lover! 

Yes; she 's perfection all: yet must I still 

Refuse her, —shun her as my dangerous foe. 
Emma ! thy charms would dignify a cottage. 

Ah! Heavens, that I might nk thy hare. condition, 


And knit thy fate with mine ! 
 TVURKILL, 
What can prevent ? 


My country.—'Tis a name grav'd on my heart 
By mighty Nature when she gave me being, 
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And all its int'rests shall to me be sacred. 

My honour too forbids, — that steady honour 
Which bids me now restore to Ironside 

The chance in war which Ashdown meanly stole; 
Vet so restore it, that the deadly hazard 

Light on myself alone. 


TURKILL. 
Heroic purpose ! 

CANUTUS, coming forward. 
Well met, my countrymen ! My steadfast soul 
Hath vanquish'd fear. Why lives it in your looks? 
Edmund and I no more, like jarring clouds © 
That mutter thunder, shall disturb your joys. 
A crown the happy victor takes,—the vanquish'd* 
A bed of earth and marble covering. 
Ye shall have peace, my friends, whoe'er succeeds. 
I wonder much that Edmund thus delays. 


HAROLD. 

Your ready zeal, my liege, outstrips his caution : 
Yet, if the distant trumpeter speak true, 

He now approaches. 


 CANUTUS. DO 


| Wherefore do I n | | 
Trench ry cannot again obscure my conquest. if 


„ 


«4 
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The dread habiliments of sable war | 
Have cast new lustre round my mighty rival: 
He moves sublime in conscious excellence. 
How light, how trifling, is the pomp of courts, 

- To this irradiance of superior worth? 

His hardy followers range around the plain: 

He smites his breast. Oh! 'tis a gallant breast! 
Why smite it, Edmund? What awakes thy woe? 


Is it to see thy troops, the scanty gleaning 
Of many a well-fought field? 


— 


TURKILL... 

i me 
* ſelects « morit on th nee wo 
oe the Englich wot! 


They kneel—they grasp his hand, they wring it hard, 
They bathe it with their tears. To me does Denmark 


Seem thus attach d ?—No. 1 deserve it not. 


TURKILL. 


7 eee my liege; the souls of Britons 


Are tun'd to tenderness and gratitude, 


_CANUTUS, fg 


See, he eppronches.* 


* 
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Ib e de EDMUND, CEFRID, KENELM, 
| * Lords. 


| EDMUND. 
Tis enough, my friends; 
These were the virtues of your great forefathers. 
Thus did they cherish, in their eonstant bosoms, 
The sacred flame of truth and loyalty. _ . 
Yet check this wild extrem. 


Demands such grief. 
EDMUND. | 
 Aﬀection's fervent pause 
Delights the heart that s conscious of desert. 
Yes, I have done my duty; lov'd thee, England, 
With all a patriot's warmth. O righteous Heaven! 
If er with arrogance I spurn'd the injur d, 
Or screen'd the base, or bow'd to private ends 
My crown's due dignity, —be this the moment 
For retribution! Let the hand of Dann. 
Fulfil thy great decrees! 
„ RS 
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KENELM. 
No, guiltless king! 
IF goodness gain the ict, 'tis thine. 


EDMUND. 


The praise of man is all but superficial. 
To man our actions speak, our thoughts to Heaven. 
Before the eye of dread Omniscience, Vice 

Drops her concealing mask. Yet, sure, Deceit 
Herds not with wretches who appear to stand 

On the dread brink of vast eternity ! | 


3 


5 Here Edmund stands, and swears, eee 
No unrepented guilt lies cold at heart, | 


Ny AEM eee 


| | CANUTUS, 
1 aodench soldier seem to wich the _ 
To save his king? 
_ EDMUN D. 


| eee ee 15 
Prince, in performance of my oath 1 come. | 
Let, ere I join in combat, for my country 

I claim these just conditions: If I fall, 

Rule her with clemency and royal justice. 

Seize not the honours of her antient nobles 

To deck thy Danish captains, but observe 


The laws of Alfred Englands glorious boast. 

Remember, conquest is the gift of fortune; 

But well to use that conquest proves the hero. 

If ever tyranny deform my reign, 

May I be infamous in ev'ry age x 

Hear this, ye host of e 

For my brave Danes, nen eee 

If thou encceod. bs | 

EDMUND. | 

_ Me too, ye angels, hear! 

And favour me, as I sincerely swear 

The guiltless blood spilt by thy faithless sire, 

Still unaton'd, i OE 

| n 


EDMUND... 
Nam'st thou this, | 

When blacker crimes obecure the Danish annals? 

But let our vain recriminations end: 

We meet not here to talk of former woes, 

But by our blood to terminate them all... 

My soul ill brooks delay. 

1 
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Come lift thy arm; away with childish parley. 
A moment stop. — the unoffending fair 
And helpless infant, fragile innocent, 
Alike from friend and foe demand protection. 

Denmark, by her who gave thee birth, I charge thee 
Kinlly to treat my 500 2ꝛ ate F 


CANUTUS, . 

They shall be sacred.—Come, 2 
From Thor to Swayne my sire, be prevent now; | 
— .. 


EDMUND. 
That guid'st the rapid car of Victory, 
Thou great Disposer of terrestrial good, 


Io thee I trust my cause. [Tze fight 
Amazing scene! 


| _ The British king retires: ours is the conquest. J 


|  CEFRID, 

Would I had license to rebuke thy falsehood,. 
"Twas but a skilful feint. See how he turns 
With renovated strength; he shakes his plume : 
He forms a magic circle with his sword, | 
Nor dares your king invade it. 


7 


> nk 
See how they pant and toil. Their eager souls- | 


Seem to look out, and eee 
O that they both might live ! 


- HAROLD. 


Canutus yields. 
es in best 
Be kind to Denmark, Heaven! 


CANUTUS, 


A. moment stay ;— 
Ne have I eiu'dv mera ety ——ad 
My arm grew nerveless—my chill soul recoil'd, 
. 2 


hk Gr The prize of life and ewpire 


— 
CANUTUS, 


In admiration of thy peerless worth. 

T cancel former hatred. | 

| EDMUND. | 
Would to Heaven 

We both had sprung from English parentage! 

Then, by thy virtues charm'd, I would have held thee 

My dearest friend; but 'twere unseemly now. 

| 7 9  CANUTUS. | 

Art thou determin'd then? Still burns the fire 

Of enmity? Must it be quench'd with blood? 

The spacious world affords us ample room | 


For both to conquer. 
| - EDMUND. e 
I seek not to invade another's right. 
To guard the empire of my ancestors 


From all assailants is my sole ambition. 


Tis hard for souls like mine, that fiercely burn 
To be alone the darling of renown, =: 
To tell the world a rival's worth is greater : 

Yet such I do, O first of all mankind ! 

The great, the dread Canutus owns with tears, 
He'd give his glory to be lov'd like thee. 


| + EDMUND. 
Art thou sincere? + 
| Nay, think not I deceive; 
My soul's too proud to learn hypocrisy : 
Nor think my breast so petrified by war 
That nought of social duties touch my $oul : 
My strength thou hast not conquer'd; but my heart, 
A far more noble victory, is thine. 1 15 
Persuasion's on thy tongue. O that thy hand 
Had ne'er been famous in the feats of arms! 
My murder d Britons, my unhappy father 
By thee unhappy made in mournful pomp 
Rise to my view, and steel my yielding bosom. 
| CANUTUS, dropping his mord. 
Be then my foe. Twere sacrilege in me You. 
Io lift my arm gainst virtue I adore, "IF 
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Has not Canutus equal cause for hatred? 

Oft has thy faulchion thinn'd his lov'd associates; 

Yet he forgoes it all entreats thy friendship.— 

His stubborn soul is humbled to entrenty.. 

And art thou callous Still ? 

xDXUND, 
Say, wondrous man ! 

On what foundation shall we build our contract? 

For, like a fabric by some madman rais'd, | 
n Unfounded n falls to <pardy ruin. 


CANUTUS. | 7 MY 

Taught by thy worth to think ambition poor, | | 
No more I'd claim this isle, did not the Danes | 
Here interpose and urge the waste of blood 

Their fathers spill'd to gain it. And can I 
Resign the whole of what their valour won ?— 
The goodly land affords sufficient pace 
For thee, brave prince, and Denmark: let us share it. 
The Mercian, Southern, and West-Saxon realms 
Shall be thy portion; and to me assign 
The Eastern province, and Northumbria, 
Where long my ancestors have fix'd their homes. 
Let war no more appear to spoil the fruits 
Of — industry; but, in her stead, 

A lose each trace of former enmity. 
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The realm is thine. Dost thou, indeed, propose 
This free partition? Gen- rous, noble foe ! 
To treat thee still with scorn, would indicate 


A brutal disposition. Take my hand, 
Pledge of my heart and earnest of my love. 


CANUTUS. 
Th unworthy many from mean selfishness 
Derive their trivial friendships, quickly spent: 2. 
They that love praise seek out a parasite; 
Villain with villain mates, and fool with fool, 
Soon fixt, soon sated. These the brave and wise, 
With pity viewing, form no strict attachment 
Till they embrace, like me, a fellow soul! 


| 'EDMUND. 

Tn mute amaze our wond'ring squadrons stand, 
Musing what this portends. O great Canutus! 
The generous heart disclaims all selfish bliss. 
Ler us to them impart our happiness, | 
And feel redoubled bliss, beholding theirs, 


CANUTUS. 
Britons and Danes, names once proverbial « us'd 
To note eternal hate, approach with joy,— Th 
| Yourkings are foes no more. [ They come forward. 


n iin 

Too long, my friends, 
Hath surly dincord frown'd. Indulgent Heav'n 
At length admits of peace, nor must I scorn 
The gentle visitant. We, as your champions, 
Toiling, have found each other's worth the same; 
Prelude to fair accord. The western parts, 
Late bow'd to alien masters, shall be mine; | 
The eastern, Denmark's. Friends, are ye content, 
Or must we war? „ 


ALL. | 4 
Content! Content! Peace! Peace! 


| , EDMUND. 
Companions, chiefs, in arduous battle prov'd, 

Attest my words: With transport I declare. 
Canutus mine and Britain's friend. 

' CANUTUS. FEY 
Oh! Turkill, 
Muy heart hath caught that word. Auspicious day! 

Edmund, Canutus craves from thee a boon | 

By e more rich n 


EDMUND. 
What Demand it. 


a | | CANUTUS. 8 
Thy lovely step-dame, Emma. Now to tell 
How long—how well we've lov'd—what strange events 
Nipp'd, ere their bloom, our infant joys, —were vain. 
Suffice to say, the dignified enchantress 
Rejects my vows till authoriz'd by thee. 


1 — 


EDMUND. 

This day, propitious to the social duties, 
Shall, in our castle, see all rites perform'd 
This day, to one her peer in excellence 
Shall Edmund give his father's beauteous queen. 
Bring ev'ry grace, and each connubial virtue, 
And guard, ye heavenly , the happy pair! 
LEreunt. 5 


SCENE Iv. 
The Cast le. 
Enter ELGIVA. 


I would entreat for Edmund, could I frame 
My scatter'd thoughts to holy offices. 
Should the Dane conquer, what remains for me 
| But to inter the honourable corse 


* 
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Wich pious rites, then close my eyes for ever? 
But ah! my child! could I abandon him 


To the stern frown of callous arrogance, 
Grown mighty by his ruin? 


Enter EDRICK. 


EDRICK. 

| „ my sister! 
Death has been busy on yon fatal plain. 

The Dane had sworn, by Hell, to glut his hunger 

Wich sacred blood. Treach'ry and murder follow'd. | 


Shall I proceed? | 


 ELGIVA, | 
Yes, if thy words can kill me. 
Let come not here, with thy deceitful woe, 
To intercept my sanctity of grief. | 
Go, bid the fraudful Dane remember, Ashdown 
Began what he has finish'd. 


EDRICK. 
Do not taunt 
The penitent your noble lord forgave. 
I come to offer thee my truest service, 
And all my martial powers. Ne'er will I see 
Thuy son bereft of empire by Canutus. 


— 
Intrust him to my care, and I will seat him 
On his paternal throne. 


ELGIVA. | 
Talk not of thrones 
Safety is all my humble hopes aspire to. 
The royal tree that gave it shelter fall'n, 
Can the young nursling hope to brave the storm? 
Hark ! —'Tis the cruel murd'rer of my husband, 
| I Trumpet sounds, 
Recent from daughter, must I meet him too? _ 
Speak, dove-eyed Patience, to my troubled soul, 


And still the tumult there. 
* EDRICK, aside. 
Hla! both 2 | 
What curs'd mischance? hath Allwyn then betray'd me ? 
I must inquire the cause. | [Exit Edrick. 
SCENE V. 


Enter EDMUND and CANUTUS. 
EDMUND, 


My Elgiva ! 


| 8 ELGIVA, 
The voice of Edmund ! 


© EDMUND, 


| Check thy anxious fears, 
And give thy hand, the tender sign of friendship, 
IJ o great Canutus, who restores thine Edmund 
| Whate'er his sword hath gain d. 
| 0 8 lady ! 


_ Subdu'd by excellence transcending human, 


I come to show th' astonish'd world what love 
1 bear thy lord. 8 
ELGIVA. 
| Can I support this rapture ? 
My Edmund ! I was weeping for thy death — 
| Whence sprang that false report? | 


© EDMUND. 


x | | | Perhaps the sight 
Of the black raven, moving toward the castle, 
Alarm'd inventive fear. Doubt not, Canutus, 
But noble Emma will receive with joy 
The hand of such a lover. Kindred merit 


| - Dinds ou to soul, and makes earth seem like heaven. 


3 | 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 


ACT V. 
SCENE I. 
oe Castle. 


Kinder e 


Divinws en power, sad tho' in hal | 


Angels through envy sinn'd, and were accurs'd. 
Am I like them?—Yon scene of joy and love 


Stings ine to madness. Would their cups were poison? 


Their music, spells of baleful conjuration ! 


Now will the Dane be Edmund's bosom- friend: 


His rugged soul foils all my artifice. 
My ruin then is certain. Allwyn, too, 


Grown conscientious, piously refuses 


To violate a peace which, he affirms, 


Confesses the immediate hand of Heaven, 
Whose pardon he implores.— Then be it 80,— 


This arm shall execute its own designs. N 


Nair 
* 


Am not I lost —abendod ?—reprobate? 1 
O coward soul! why shun the ruffian's task? 


Enter BIRTHA. 


See, where the fall'n unhappy Edrick stands! 
To doubt his deep contrition were inhuman. 
Would art adopt this solitary woe, 

Here, where no eye observes him ? 


EDRICK. 
Conscience, 8 
There is no milder course. What see I round 
But danger imminent? 


Ah! i voice 
of holy consolation.—Nor alone 
To the shrill night-bird and the ruthless wind 
Tell thy long tale of woe, like reatless ghosts 
That nightly hover o'er their mould' ri ring bodies. 


Why comes this woman to disturb my thoughts? [ Aside. 
Outcast like them, of heaven and earth abhorr'd, 
Alone rove, for there's no generous heart 


3 * 

. . 4 

= | ö | 
. * "=" . 1 


Faithful to innocence, yet prone to pity i 
A wretch like me. I 1: 


_ BIRTHA. 


Ah! Edrick, is there none? 
wanne prince! when honours grac'd thy fortune, 
Thy ample suite was throng'd with seeming friends. | 
Before misfortunes parasites retire 
As flies the swallow fore the winter's cold; 

But my unshaken truth approves thee still, 
And feels for all thy woes. 


ED RICK. 

1 Oh! matchless softness ! ' 
Kind to the wretched, to the wicked gentle: 
Not &en thy soothing love can ease my cares! 
Thee too I've wrong'd; stain'd thy pure cheek with 

Shame— | 

Wak'd dire emotions in thy peaceful heart— _ 
| Forc'd thee to curse the hour when first thy eyes 
Betray'd the soft complacency of love. | 


3 BIRTHA. 
'Tis true, I sorrow'd ;—deeply felt thy guilt, 
And wept its fatal consequence: but now 
All is restor'd, and thou again thyself. 

vo. IV, | P OP 
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My gloomy woe is lulPd to quietude. 
Such is the wondrous force of r ; | 
To purify offence. 
EDRICK. 
| Curse the fond wanton ! [Aside. 
But how to Edmund can my truth be clear'd ? 
This peace with hated Denmark bars my arm. 
Must I, with floods of tears, expunge his doubts ; 
Invent new oaths; call Heaven and Hell to witness, 
And be at length but cautiously believ'd? 
O were we $till at war, ere this my sword 
Had thinn'd yon circle of insulting foes ! 
They should not hang the lip, and reg tell 
Of me and my en perfidies. 


| | BIRTHA, 

Dull solitude but fosters wretchedness. 

Come let me lead thee to the cheerful banquet, 
Where, from the altar just return'd, the kings 
In sober mirth and temperate feasting join. 
The lovely queens, each dress'd in softest smiles, 
Partake the festal scene. O! twere enough | 
„%/»— a bags} | 
This flow of happiness! The noble Dane | 
Hath smooth'd his awful brow, and eyes with joy 

6 OE g 19 


The long-lov'd partner of his heart. Full oft 
He takes thy brother's hand, and calls on Heaven 
To make these transports last; Wee, 


The starting tear of agonizing rapture. 


EDRICK. | 
When will the talker cease? fAxide. 
The gediite Bdmand 


Seems calmly bier British and Danish lords, 

No longer foes, in unsuspecting trust 

Bend o'er the social board, and loud repeat 

Old tales of strange import. The pleasure spreads 

Through all the city. Youth exults to see 
The prospect bright'ning, and the fair portent 

Of many a happy year: whilst feeble Age, 

In trem'lous broken accents, tells its joys 

At seeing Britain's peace again return d. 


What is this scene to me? Can I partake it? 
Shall gloomy treason share the festal board 
Of bridal joy? Where'er I turn my eyes, 
The dire anatomy of death arrests them 
With shame and horror arm'd. 

F 2 
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- BIRTHA. . 
Talk'st thou of PPC 
Of frantic suicide? That daring crime, 
Precluding all repentance, rudely flies 
To pluck th' Almighty's thunder from his grasp. 
Think, Edrick, when the gulf is shot, no hand 
Can lead thee back ;. no pitying angel ope 
The ever-during doors. which Hope ne'er visits. 
Were it not better then to bear with life, 
Even as a prisoner drags his galling chains, 
Till, by his judge, restor'd to liberty? 


ED RICK. 


What !—Live to be despis'd? 
BIRTHA. 
| Ep Thy noble 8 
Hath seal'd thy pardon; cancell'd all his e 
Haste to his NP arms. | 
EDRICK. 
O Birtha! leave me, 
Thy presence heaps new agonies. [Exit Birtha. 


She 's gone. 
Am I alone? 'Tis well. Thoughts dire as mine 
Delight in secrecy. Not long ago 
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Her beauty pleas d me; but Ambition's zununn 
O'erpower'd the gtar of love. What artful fiend 
Whispers 8 ast a dagger neath thy vesture ?” 
Tis true, I have. Would its sharp point were sheath'd 
In Edmund's heart! Would I could strike unseen, 

- And blazon it for Denmark's treach'rous act ! 

Sure, the earth trembles :—s0ul-appallirig forms 
Pass in array before me ! Edgar there, 

Grasping his bleeding breast: he fell at Ashdown. 
My father too; his silver locks dishevell'd, | 
And groaning loud. The mighty dead expect 

The soul of Edmund in their great assembly, 

And he shall join them soon. Distract me not, 

Ve airy terrors! stubborn is my purpose. 

They vanish. Ha! The king. | 


— 
SCENE II. 


Enter EDMUND. 


EDMUND. 


| IT sought thee, Edrick. 
Now when each heart expands with happiness; 
When the poor slave of sickness feebly wears 


O virtue! pow'rful is thy influence; © 2 


Of single fight, and liberally gave 
The crown I could not win,—he made my N 


„ 9 


A transitory smile, wilt thou alone, | 71 * 
Thou, my companion, brother, dearest friend, A * 
Stand sadly brooding o'er ——— 6 | 


 EDRICK, aside. 


Fen envy feels thy charms! I — wish 
That I could love him, | 


1 
Wherefore doth thine eye 


| Thus measure me with apprehensive strangeness ? 


Thy varying colour speaks some strong emotion. 
Art thou displeas'd, the Dane and I are bound 
In union firm? Dost thou suppose this heart 


| - Too narrow to admit another friend, 


Without rejecting thee? His gen'rous treatment. 
Of those whom war subjected to his power; 


His fearless, open, soldier-like demeanour, | By 
Whilst yet my foe, enforc'd my admiration: | ; = * 
But when he stak'd our fortunes on the chance : 


His own for ever. 


EDRICK. 
Dost thou love him then? 
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Aye: can my brother wonder that I do? 


To love the Dane, — the fell invading Dane, | 
Whose steps, in Britain, leave the print of blood; 
To trust Canutus, him whose deeds avow | 
Ambition 1s his law, may note a temper 
Generous and open; but, believe me, Sire, 
Implies the want of prudence. Canst thou think 
The brittle tie of treaties, or of oaths, 
Holds souls like his? 


EDMUND. 


And does not Edrick know, 
No injury aggrieves the heart of man | 
So much as mean suspicion? Let me fall, 
And artful treason triumph in my ruin, 
Rather than merit want my confidence. 


ED RICK. 


His high-wrought soul repels my vain attacks. 


But one more trial. Now assist me, fraud. [| Aide. 


Let was my faith to thee but ill express'd, 
Did I conceal the fearful news: Thy friend, 
Thy new-made friend, deceives thee. 


| "EM 


| 5 : 
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EDMUND, | | 
Ha! — me? 

EDRICK. 


Soon as the morning dawns, when his curst . 
Find entrance in the city, he intends 

To give up thee and all that hold thee dear, — 
Thy Edrick first,—to certain death. O Edmund! 
Awake thy courage; mar the foul design: 

His few attendants may be soon surpris'd, 


Just victims to our vengeance. 


EDMUND. L 


Heavens ! No, Fdrick. 
To doom th' unheard is infamous. T'll go, 


And * _ him . his vile intentions. 


[Edmund going. 
EDRICK. 


. You must not. —Hold—'Tis madness! 


EDMUND. | 
| Should I fear ? 


The voice of truth is terrible to guilt. 
I shall discover all. His conscious eye, 


His trembling frame, his blushes, will betray him. 
But, Edrick! if thy envy rais'd this Slander, 
Behold my face no more. 


* 
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' N | EDRICK, 


O Edmund! stay 


By all lune if thou go's thoul't die ! 


EDMUND. 
I am determin'd.—Loose me.— 


eee 1 
O! permit 
Thy Edrick thus to take his last farewell! 2 


_ EDMUND. 


Is it Wm last? Why bang tas david fears 
Round thy distracted soul? 


EDRICK. 

I cannot strike. 
EDMUND. 
Oh! cast aside this peevish discontent. 
My brother, we shall yet have happy days, 


When the possession of a peaceful crown | 
Will be my least W | 


EDRICR. 
The crown? 


Rage! Hell! Ambition ! give me courage. 
Py Es 76: 


[Aside. 


[Aside. 
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Die! [Stake him. 
What 6 Edmund ? O cursed steel! 
Thou did'st the deed too quick. The vital blood 
Pours in an ample stream. Ah! turn aside 
Thy dying eyes, they are too terrible. 
He groans ! The torments of the damn'd have Setzed me, 
And I am doom! d for everlasting years | 
'Tolisten to those groans ! What shall I do? 
Ask Heaven for mercy? But how lift to Heaven 
My bloody hands? how bend my stubborn heart 
To holy meek contrition? Can I pray? | 
Thou, who alone canst mitigate despair, 
Forgive !—Oh! no, th' eternal law is rigid. 
Blood will have blood, there can be no remission. 
The castle, conscious, shakes. Fall-on this head, 
Ye rocking battlements, conceal my crimes ! - 
Infernal fiends, what would ye now with Edrick? 
Your dire behests obeyed, there—there he lies! 


Ah! do ye mock me now, and grin around me? 


Why canes me a wa 05 What! no more? 
| . [ Takes up the dagger. 
Ye promis'd once, a crown should recompense. 
Where would ye drive me? to the gates of Hell? 
Horror! despair!—Oh ! whither shall I fly? [Ei. 
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Enter ELGTVA and EMMA attended. 
” man 


Auspicious day, be thon for ever held 
Sacred in Britain! Emma, never mare 
Shall desolation scourge the ruin'd land, 

Or discord tear my Edmund from these arms, 


EMMA. 
But my Canutus— 


Fl IIIA. 
| He is truly noble: 
The hero shines distinguish'd in each action. 
Yet didst thou mark how his attentive eye, 
In silent admiration, dwelt on Edmund? 
And when he gave his plighted hand in sign— 
EMMA. | 
Good Heavens! what's this? tis blood! EE 


ELGIVA. 


| An 2! A come. 
'Tis Edmund 0! my life, my love, my lord! _ - 


2 
2 


Help! he will bleed to death. Speak to me, Edmund. 
What murd'rous hand hath dar'd this horrid act ? 

See, how he pants! but mgaly eloquence 

| Is dumb for ever. Death's faint 1 icy dew 

Hangs on his brow.—He-—oh! 5 [ Faints. 


EMMA. 


| The- struggle's o'er : 
The mae 3 in that doleful groan, k 4 
From the majestic ruin. Take him, angels! 
Now he is wholly yours; choir him to Heaven, 
Nor let our loud laments disturb your rapture. 


— — — 1 
| SCENE TV. 
Enter CANUTUS and Attendants. 
CANUTUS. | 
ws tears, my princess? What unseemly sorrow 
Presumes to violate the sacred day 
That gives thee to my faithful vows? 


| EMMA. 


4 Behold ! 
CANUTUS, 
v mm how cam'st thou thus? 
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EMMA. | 
With tender care oy her wand'ring sense. | 
| . is borne off. 
O! my Canutus, | 
CANUTUS. 


Would to Heaven my crown 
And all my glories could recall this life! | 
I'd think it cheaply purchas d, noble Edmund. * 
No common grief shall mourn so great a loss: 
Long as exalted virtue is rever'd, 
So long shalt thou be wept. © 


SCENE V. 
Enter CEFRID, 


CEFRID. | 
Where is my king? 


CANUTUS. 175 
There, Gefrid — to all his b s prayers, 


Then all my fears are true. 


i IJ 


Vile Edrick, 

Pale, 8 sore confus d, — but now attempted, 

Unseen, to pass the postern. I observ'd him, 

And, as we parley'd, with amazement saw 

His vesture stain'd with blood. On further search, 
This dagger was discover C. . 
[Showing Edrick's dagger. 
CANUTUS. 


Drag him hither. [Exit Cefrid. 
Much injur'd Edmund, if the recompense 
Of all thy virtues was but early death, 
What punishment shall man assign chy mord rer, 
Proportion d to his crimes? 


IND 
SCENE VI. 


Enter EDRICK, CEFRID, KENELM, HAROLD, and Lords. 


* 4 is , 5 . 
= by * - 
by 2 4, 6 PT. he * ho. 
4 > 4 * 
5 CANUTUS. 
- 25 
4 wn 


5 Hell-hound! come on. 
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Bring all his gen'rous actions to thy view. x 
| Think—tremble, and despair! _— 

\ | , . : 7 
I own the deed. 


CANUTUS. 
Dost thou avow it, villain? Von bright stars 
Would hide their lucid beauty, could they hear, 
And the firm-seated earth shake on its base. 
When thou shalt visit for this sacred blood, 
Avenging Heaven, demand it not of Denmark! 
My hands abjure the deed,—my heart detests it; 
And to atone thy wrath, I give to justice 
This son of darkness. | 


_ EDRICK, 


Canst thou then condemn me? 
Thy interest urg'd the act. No more shall Edmund. 
Oppose thy triumph and obscure thy fame. 
Canst thou enjoy the crown, "= Sentence me ? 


caxurus. * „ 
N e damm d as those | 
That steel d . bosom. 


EDRIck. 
: I demand thy promive. 


OE 
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Lord Harold, thou wer't witness ; t was recorded 
With British blood, your monarch vow'd to raise me 
Above an equal. | ' i 

'CANUTUS. 
Be that oath performed ! 
Thou, Harold, see my solemn will obey'd. 
To death, let all the mockery of scorn 
And public shame be added: which achiev'd, 
Affix his head, on high, above an equal 

A stay to wild ambition, and to times 

As yet remote a terrible example. 


EDRICK. 
Relent. Oh! must I die?—so soon? 


CAN Urus. 


* Thou must. 
The pleading seraph Charity averts 
Her blushing face, and to stern Justice yields 

A villain 50 abhorr'd, 


EDRICK. | 
Wag Know then, proud king, 
A lane prize than thou canst give, — a crown,— 
That crown my ancestors for ages wore, 
Taught me, with fearless rage, to rush on guilt; 
To give, at Ashdown, Britain to thy sword; 
And now turn fratricide. My final purpose 
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The horrors of my troubled soul destroy d. 
This I avow, on thee I meant to charge 
These guilty scenes, and, by their monarch's death, 
Incite the hardy Britons to rebel. | 


1 5 EMMA. 
Perfidious, treach'rous monster! 


© CANUTUS. 5 
Dost thou wonder ? 
I start not at it. The inhuman hand, 

That bore a dagger to this hero's heart, 

Would whelm the goodly universe in ruin! — 

Lead him to death. 


EDRICK. 

I go. Pale, injur'd form! 
Once more will I behold thee. O my brother ! 
Was this the utmost envy could perform? 


Honour shall guard thy sacred dust, and fame 


Produce thy glorious life for imitation. 

Me shameful death awaits, (my memory curs'd 

By after ages,) and the dire unknown | 

From which reflection starts! Yet all but just. 
These are thy gifts, Ambition Oh! distraction ! 
[Ereunt Edrick, Harold, Guards. 
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Ye friends of Edmund, whose expressive looks 
Speak heartfelt woe, indulge your copious sorrows ! 
Denmark will join; Denmark, in solemn state, 
With tears unfeign'd, will honour Edmund's worth. 
Meantime be yours the care, with martial rites, 
And each funereal grace which weeping love 

On slumb'ring merit's silent grave bestows, 

To see your murder'd master's corse interr'd. 

Nor fear in me, ye generous chiefs, to find 

A tyrant conqueror. Sacred be the vows 


| T gave your king! The worthy and the brave, 
Briton or Dane, alike shall claim my care. 


Now $hall the states of Wessex be conven'd, 
And a, oY their decree, their future sovereign. _ 
| * omnes. 


END OF THE FIFTH ACT. 


MISCELLANEOUS POETRY. 
— — | 


Thus sang the uncouth swain to th oaks and rills— 
while the still Morn went out with sandals gray 
He touch'd the tender stops of various quills, 
With eager thought wearbling his Doric lay. 
| MILTON. 
— — 
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208 art nwird Wonen 
LADY CHARLOTTE WENTWORTH | 
FOLLOWING POEMS, 
Lok : 
HER LADYSHIP's PERMISSION, 
ARE 
| MOST — INSCRIBED 
BY HER LADYSHIP'S 
MOST pal, 
HUMBLE SERVANT, 


ADVERTISEMENT 
Printed in 1786. 

THE applause which the following Poems have re- 
ceived from u few respectable individuals, first suggested 
to the Author the idea of publication. The candid part 
of mankind will not indulge the severity criticism, 
when they are informed that the writer is so fully en- 
grossed by the essential duties of domestic life, as not to 
be able to consider Poetry in any other light than as 
an agreeble relaxation. | | 
 - Should the present undertaking meet with a favours 

able reception, she may, perhaps, have the courage to 
publish a larger work ; but whatever may be the event, 
she will have the congolation to reflect, that the cause 
of Religion and Morality will receive no injury by her 
attempt to acquire literany fame, | 
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E LE GT To LAURA. 


' WHO ADVISED THE AUTHOR TO CORRECT AND 


PUBLISH HER POEMS. 


An! what avails, that with discerning eyes 
Thy friend the offspring of her pen reviews; 
By rigid syntax each expression tries, 
And curbs the license of the sportive muse? 


Ah! what avails, that to the forceful thought 

She adds the polish of industrious art; 

Or, by sage rules, approv'd by ages, taught, 
Confines the impulse of the swelling heart? 


The wilds; colitary, wintry Ka 
To letter'd lore in vain hath she assign'd 
And trod regardless on spring's op'ning —— L 
As magic verse enwrapt her lab'ring mind, 
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Oft, as the swains their joyous concourse held, 
As mirth and song prolong'd the festal Wy, 
By fancy's fascinating power impell'd, 
Her devious feet have wander'd far away. 


| Then in some shady covert, unperceiv'd 


Io times remote her pensive thoughts have turn'd; 
When antient heroes deathless fame achiev'd, 
And fell ambition its destruction earn'd. 


The black battalions shadow all the plain! 


Ihe rising tumult rends the trembling air! 
It dies away ;—and now that plaintive strain 
Mourns for the fate of some much - injur'd fair ! 


Vet, all in vain the clam” 3 rise; 
Or British chiefs in simple state appear: 
The generous Edmund unregarded dies, 


And Harriet's woes enforce no pitying tear. 


The deadly nightshade still, with poppy twin'd, 


Drops on my song its cold oblivious dews; 
Dull disappointment overclouds my mind, 
And checks the promise of the sanguine muse. 
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Faint expectation, pale foreboding care, 
My watchful vigils now by turns employ ; 

Lost is the cheerful smile, the sportive air, 
Which spake a heart attun'd to peace and joy. 


Ah! vagrant Muse, by thee too soon deceiv'd, 
My infant heart thy choral songs approv'd; 

I pour'd my native wood - notes unperceiv d, 
And thee, ere reason dawn'd, to madness lov'd. 


Soft Sensibitity, thy fatal child, | 
With magic power enslav'd my ductile mind; 

Then, whilst success on all my wishes smil'd, 
Her touch to ecstasy each joy refin'd. 


And, O my friend! (yet why to thee explain 
A truth thy feeling heart must oft deplore?) 


She too can aggravate the stings of pain, 


Till weary nature can sustain no more, 


Wich such a bosom inmate, shall I dare 
The unknown paths of public fame to try; 
At fashion's high tribunal urge my prayer, 
And on the sentence of caprice rely? 
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Still, as of old, fame's golden fruit to guard, 
An ever wakeful dragon couchant lies; 
Around lie scatter'd many a murder'd bard, 

Who erst adventur'd to obtain the prize. 


Say, should thy timid friend the fight demand, 
And boldly venture to the lofty pile, — 

Will generous candor, will the tuneful band. 
Who know the peril, greet her with a smile? 


For they alone can tell, of joys and pains 
How large a tribute to the Muse is paid: 

And surely candor will not scorn the strains 

That nature whilom taught a village maid. . 


ANV ELEGY 


UPON THE DEATH OF THE HONOURABLE ISABELLA 
MONTAGU, ONLY DAUGHTER OF LORD BEAULIEU, © 
WHO DIED ON HER RETURN FROM BRISTOL HOT 
WELLS : . | CR 


Wen age, submitting to the tyrant's blow, 
Lifeless and pale lies on the mournful bier, 
His hoary honours stop the tide of woe; 
Yet from the eye of pity streams a tear, 
When beauty sinks, array'd in youthful charms, 
Beauty! by all the heaven- born virtues drest; 
When soft-eyed virgins fill death's icy arms, 
Say, can the big-swoln sorrows be supprest? 
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Fair Isabella in life's early bloom | 
| Join'd the lone tenants of the myrtle shade; 
Her form lies mould'ring in the dreary tomb : 

To sound her charms, ye muses, lend your aid. 


Ye virgin train, prepare a mournful wreath ; 
Let deathless bays the sacred crown surround; 
Here let the amaranth a place receive, 
With roses shaded and with cyproes bound. 


No wither'd flowers shall grace the fair one's tomb ; 
No venal praises shall my verse bestow : 

She shone distinguish'd in unrivall'd bloom; 

In beart· felt numbers let my sorrows fw. 


Yes, Trabells, ever matchless maid, 
Long o'er thy tomb shall flow affection's tear: 
Long shall lamenting dirges sooth thy shade, 
And hov'ring angels watch thy relics dear. 


Form'd by the graces with the virtues join'd, 
Some mark of favour each benignant gave: | 

Those form'd thy beauteous person, these thy mind; 
Form'd thee, alas! to fill an early grave? 
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Born to relieve, with fortune's favours blest, 
Thy gentle presence constant joy bestow'd ; 
Thy ready hand protected the distrest, 

And wip'd the tear of anguish as it flow'd. 


Yet why, my lyre, refuse to sound her praise? 
The chords lie dumb; the muse inspires no more.— 
Again it sounds; — yet sounds funereal lays, 

Thy loss, sweet Isabella, to deplore. 


Twas hers to spread continual joys around. 
The king of terrors saw, and wing'd his dart: 

Nor love parental could prevent the wound, 
Nor willing friendship screen the victim heart. 


Now pale consumption $eiz'd her vapid blood; 
She, like the drooping lily, bow'd her head: 
Nor med'cine's power could check the pois nous flood; 
Nor baths salubrious healing balsams shed. | 


| Her spotlcss soul, to realms of joy convey'd 
On wings celestial, soughit its native shore; 

There may she shine with lustre undecay'd ! 
Forever shine, and sure to set no more! 
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Such was death's hatred to the honour'd name 
Of Montagu, defender of the throne ! 

She o'er their glories cast a softer fame, 
And to. their manly virtues join'd her own. 


Twas Montagu * who in a martial age 


Stood forth defender of his native land; 
He stopp'd a guilty matron's murd'rous rage, 
And bound a tyrant in an iron band. 


Twas Montagu f who bid proud Gallia know 


The mighty firmness of Britannia's power ; 
At his command his archers drew the bow, 
And pale-ey'd terror filFd each hostile tower. 


Twas Montagn f who held the even scale, 

And with firm justice bless'd his native isle: 
He liv'd; — nor could presumptuous vice prevail; 
Though bigots dar'd his virtues to-revile. © 


ng William Manzzcute in the reign of Edward 11 — 


and imprisoned Mortimer, favourite of the queen mother · 


+ Thomas Montacute, earl of Salisbury, general of the 
English army in France in the reigns of Henry V. and VI- 
+ Edward Montagu, chief justice in the reigns of Hen- 


ry VIII. and Edward VE. 
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Nor be. che bounteous Montagu“ forgot, 
Who first in Boughton fix d his calm retreat; 
For peaceful scenes were his beloved lot, 
And thousands bless d him for the bread they ate. 
The means proportion ' d to his liberal hand, 
He liv'd in simple, patriarchal pride; 
Yet, when rebellion shook this wretched land, 
He, crown'd with honour, for his sovereign died: 


In fame succeeded by that graceful peer 7 | 
Who dar'd his injur'd country's rights to own, - 


Whose virtues, moving in an ample sphere, 
Disdain'd the bigot prince who fil'd the throne. 


From Gallia's palace he the model brought, 
And on the pattern rais'd his proud abode: 
The true nobility of generous thought, 
His active life and pleasing manner show'd. - 


* The first lord Montagu, of Boughton, ia the reiga 
of Charles I. often fed 1200 people at his hospitable gate. 
At eighty years of age, he was, for his loyalty to his prince, 
commanded by the parliament to come up to London; but 
he did not survive the journey. | | 

+ Ralph, first duke of Montagu, a most accomplished 

nobleman : he was particularly instrumental in the revolu- 
tion. His seat at Boughton was built by him upon the 
model of the palace at Versailles. 
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Thee too“, great heir of all thy father's praise, 
Whose wide beneficence a nation bless'd, 
As distant times on thy long vistas gaze, 
Still shall the Planter's virtues be confest. 


So much distinguish'd was the honour'd name! 
Fair Isabella crown'd the matchless line; 

The latest ages shall record her fame, 
Who taught her race in milder charms to shine. 


Twas theirs to rule, to conquer, to defend, 

To save a sovereign, to uphold a state; 

She liv'd meek virtue's patroness and friend, 

And taught how spotless goodness might be great. 


Sweet nymph, I feel my glowing spirits burn 
To paint thy merits, to record thy praise; 

I long with sweetest flowers to strew thy urn; 
I long in vain, too feeble are my lays! 


S £9 


— xd 


John II. duke of Montagu, whose unbounded libe- 
rality is too well known to need a particular relation: for 
the numberless vistas which he planted round his seat in 

Northamptonshire, he acquired the epithet of the Planter+ 
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EDWARD AND HARRIET.- 
AN ELEGY. | | 
. ons UPON FACTS. 


Ixvox xe her who press'd the plaintive string 
Of Shenstone's lyre, I seek my fav'rite grove ; 
Thy sufferings, Harriet, kindred fair, I sing, 
And the rude triumphs of heart-rending love. 


Sweet maid! more soft than spring's reviving gale; 
Attractive, modest, as the opening morn ; | 
Gay as the roebuck springing o'er the vale; 
e and blooming as the 3 thorn! 


Boast not, queen lidy, thy attire of snow - 
Nor thou, vermilion rose, thy hues proclaim ; 
How faint your beauties to the vivid glow 
That nature blended in that lovely frame ! 
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Still at affliction's tale her lucid eyes 

Increas'd their brightness with a pearly tear; 
Her blameless thoughts, requiring no disguise, 
Imagin'd others, as herself, sincere. 


Serenely happy in retirement's arms, | 
She pass'd life's sportive, unimpassion'd morn ; 
Whilst sighing swains, enamour'd, felt her charms, 
And rival beauties wept, by envy torn. 


| Twas then false Edward to her cottage came 
From the proud haunts of dissipated joy ; 

Oft had he heard of Harriet's peerless fame, 
And came, inhuman tyrant, to destroy. 


He saw, he felt the magic of her eyes; 
Then mark'd th' unfriended victim for his prey; 
With solemn vows, and passionating sighs, 

Low at her feet the artful suppliant lay. 


Could she, who knew not what deception meant, 
Such solemn vows, such gentle manners fear? 


Quick rose the mantling tlushes of consent, 


Fast stream'd enrapt affection's grateful tear. „ 
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The rising flame delighted Edward saw, 

And lured his Harriet from her native grove; 

Then, yet with trembling diffidence and awe, 
Pour'd forth the dictates of licentious love. 


She heard ;—her eyes their sprightly radiance lost, 
A death-like paleness o'er her features spread; 
Her tortur'd heart, by warring passions tost, 

Beat with convulsive tremors whilst she said: 


Is this thy promise, Edward? this the vow 
« Of chaste affection, of unsullied truth ? 
“Vet leave me, leave the luckless Harriet now, 
« To weep the fond belief of trusting youth. 


Was it for this, in wealth's insulting pride, 
« You woo'd my love, to whelm me in despair? | 
« 'To tempt my honour with the name of bride, 
Then boast your conquest to some happier far? 


<« Tho' to thy wish the envied damsel brings 
„The smiles of fortune and the pomp of power; 
The generous oul disdains such sordid things, 

« And honours virtue, as the nobler dower. 
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« Since fortune at my birth no gifts bestow'd, 
“Save that content which humble minds possess, 


« Why didst thou, Edward, seek my mean abode ? 
« Why, cruel, strive to make that little less? 


&« Say that thy suit prevails, and I'm undone ! 
« Where shall the wretched, ruin'd Harriet flee ? 
& Abjuring friends the poor lost being shun, 

„ cScorn'd by the world and lastly, scorn'd by thee. 


“Not unimplor'd my virgin heart was giv'n, 
« Not unencourag'd did my passion flame; 

60 And, oh! how often hast thou sworn by Heav'n, 
That none but me should bear thy consort's name! 


And be that IIeav'n my witness, that my love 

| « Ne'er meanly stoop'd to base ambition's lure ; 
„ Tho! doom'd with thee the worst of ills to prove, 

| © Be thou but mine, my comfort is secure.“ 


She spake, mild virtue beaming in her eye:— 
Her firm resolve the guilty youth survey'd ; 

He vow'd next morn the nuptial knot to tie, | 

And gain'd forgiveness from the yielding maid. 
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He went the promis'd nuptials to prepare, — 
lle went, but falsehood rankled in his breast: 
Bright rose the sun, then soon th' expecting fair 

In gay attire her beauteous person dress d 


On him she mus'd, whilst he, perfidious man, 

A noble virgin to the altar led; | 

From ear to ear their pomp and splendor ran :— 

| She heard, and bow'd her uncomplaining head. 


Alone she breath'd each agonizing sigh; 

Conceal'd affliction faded every grace; 

Soon the bright sapphire left her hollow eye, 
And death's cold mantle veil'd her lovely face. 


Edward! 'twas thou that burst the bars of time, 
And show'd the maid the regious of the tomb; 
Twas thou, regardless of its early prime, 
That cropp'd the opening rose-bud's vernal bloom ! 


May her wrong'd image all thy joys infest ! 
May conscience chill thee with infernal fears ! 
What now avails to beat thy perjur'd breast, 
And wet her grave with penitential tears? 
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O flow'r of flow'rs, that never knew'st compeer ! 
Go, in the skies, thy native climate, blow: 


No wintry storms thy tender frame shall fear, 


But safely through immortal summers grow. 


O kindred form ! permit a rural maid 

To hang this off ring on thy silent tomb; 

There should the myrtle spread her fragrant shade, 
There deathless am'ranth elegantly bloom. 


* 


Soft sleep thy dust! where love no more invades ; 


Where falsehood charms not, and where beauty dies; 


Where all the tinsel show of grandeur fades, 
Soft sleep thy dust, till IEsu bid thee rise! 
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AN ELEGY 


OCCASIONED BY A GREAT MORTALITY IN THE VIL- 
LAGE WHERE THE AUTHOR RESIDED. 


Tux knell of death, tremendous, strikes again 
On aw'd mortality's awaken'd ear ; 
Slow down the village move the sable train, 
The silent followers of the lifeless bier. 


Today, perchance, the young with streaming eyes 
Lament the p:'rent and the guardian dead; 

Tomorrow, feeble age, with hopeless sighs, 

 Upholds expiring manhood's languid head. 


Plead on, ye charmers, with persuasive tongue! 
Death, the deaf adder, will not hear you pray; 
Ye sons of music, try the soothing song! 
He strikes, tho' angels tuned the pleasing lay. 
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How dread my song! Thy triumphs, Death, I sing. 
Since the fierce tyrant ne'er was known to __ 
Ere yet my bosom feel the mortal sting, | 

To his Director I'll prefer my prayer. 


My life, the ws of my friends, 1 owe 
To Heav'n's omniscient providence alone; 
That buckler warded the impending blow, 
Or heal'd the sickness, when the shaft was thrown. 


Amid the gen'ral ruin safe I stand, 

And breathe, uninjur'd, pestilential air; 
The King of kings displays his pow'rful hand, 
And health and vigour at his word I share. 


In pleasing childhood's inoffensive morn 
I saw the playful Mary-Ann decline, 

Ere keen malevolence, or wounding scorn, 
Distain'd her robe of innocence divine. 


These hands to dust her kindred relies bore, 
Wich flowers adorn'd; herself the sweetest flower! 

Happy advent'rer! soon thy toils were o'er— 
Now carol anthems to * power! 


* 
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Calistus next sunk to the silent tomb; 
With him Jemima clos'd her heavy eyes: 
Within one grave the kindred forms consume, 
Beside the youth the lovely sister lies. 


The vig'rous boast of florid health, how vain ! 
See wasting sickness instantaneous seize! 

Fast boils the blood in every turgid vein, 
And tortur'd nature calls on death for ease. 


And now, Sin's offspring with impetuous speed 
Enthrones destruction in a livid car; 

| Regolv'd the av rice of the grave to feed, 
He spreads the putrid exhalation far. 


In him, the neighbour, husband, father dies! _ 
From yon low dwelling wht. loud shrieks ascend? 
There, on his death-bed, good Artemon lies ! 


A groan s8ucceeds—Ah ! [rw gen'rous friend,. 


Oft was he wont, the blazing hearth beside, 
To cheer the social hour with moral lore: 
His mild benevolence, diffusing wide, | | 
To all imparted from his little store. 8 1 
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Still, as the rustic banquet is prepar'd, 

His loss impassion'd mem'ry shall supply; 
There his repeated jests shall oft be heard; 

The tale concluding with a thrilling sigh. 


Not so we wept, when old Eliza paid 

The debt of death, to time and nature due: 
See Virtue crown'd with hoary hairs,” we said; 
“So may we die with blessed hope in view !” 


Yet cease the song; descriptive lays are vain, 
When heaps on heaps around promiscuous die: 
Still through the village moves the funeral train, 

And the hard Sexton learns at last tv sigh. 


Nor is the raging fever here confin'd : 

Through all the realm the flaming javelin flies; 
Whilst war, its twin destroyer of mankind, 
Lifts its red banners, waving to the skies. 


Eternal God! in thee alone we trust; 
Our foes discomfit, mitigate our pains : 
Can thy great acts be chanted in the dust? 
Or sounds thy glory where oblivion reigns? 


a 
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AN ELEGY 


10 A GENTLEMAN, UPON HIS INTENTION OF GOING 
ABROAD, SOON AFTER HE HAD COMPLETED SOME 
ELEGANT IMPROVEMENTS NEAR HIS COUNTRY 
aw; | 


Taz breeze, that whispers thro? yon rising grove, 

Now seems to utter nought but notes of woe; 
The rills, that o'er the mead meand'ring rove, 

In plaintive, melancholy murmurs flow. 

* 

Beside yon birch, a fair dejected train 

Of sedge-crown'd Naiads rend their dripping hair; | 
And echo to the Dryads of the plain 

The mournful accents of intense despair. 


And canst thou, C, whose ingenious mind 

Science irradiates with her classic powers, 
Behold each beauteous head with grief declin'd, 
| Yet «till resolve to quit thy infaut bowers? 


1 
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Canst thou the new- invited nymphs displease ? 

See, trembling Oberon deserts his throne, 
= Much fearing. that some barbarous hand should seize 
1 His subject flowers, their guardian genius gone. 


Think'st thou the ruthless fowler will not scare 
be thrush and linnet, tenants of thy shade? 
Will untaught hinds thy darling may-bush spare, 

Or tread with cautious step thy moss- grown glade ? 


Poor Arethusa pitifully cries, | 
Some new Alpheus will her haunt profane; 
She drops her urn: ah! see how fast she flies! 
Who can recall the fugitive again? 


I see the ivy from the ruin torn; 
he naked cave admits the solar beam; 
Whilst desolation, with indignant scorn, 
Points at the broken arch and stagnate stream. 


O stay, protect the scenes thy taste design'd, 
Rear to the inspiring muse thy votive bowers; 
Bid the shade deepen, and the foliage wind; 
And give to rural joys thy tranquil hours. 
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Shall haughty France, in arms triumphant now, 
Lure thy fond footsteps from thy native shore? 
And canst thou patient see the Gallic brow | 
Crown'd with the naval wreath which Britain wore ? 


O stay! thy native country claims the aid 
Of every son whose breast her welfare warms; 
Give to the labourer's hand the plow and spade; 
Nor let him listless fold his brawny arms. 


Bid the wild waste with yellow harvest smile; 
With future navies yon proud hill array: 
The sure reward shall amply pay thy toil, 
And conscious virtue bless thy useful day. 


ALLEYNE AND ELL, 


A LEGENDARY TALE*. 


. PART THE FIRST. 


O Benrran ! to whose breast alone 
« My sorrows I conſide; 

4 Go seek in Spain my Alleyne dear, 
„And bid him claim his bride. 


4 Earl Edgar's large domains have won 
„ My father to approve;. 
« Nor yet will my unyielding scorn 
« Abate hes ardent love. 


1 


* The author met with this story in a Magazine, and 
has not varied any of the incidents. She is ignorant 
| whether it ever made its appearance in a poetic dress. 
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4 Submissive, to my sire I knelt, 
& To plead my previous vow; 

e He turn'd from his distracted child, 
« And bent his angry brow. 


One little month, and I perforce 

Must to their wishes yield; 1 
«© Unless my Alleyne should return . 
: « Victorious from the field. 


© O bid him quit his martial toils, 
« And to his Ella haste; : 

« For Ella's love no change of scene, 
« No length of time can waste. 


4 O tell him that a kneeling earl 
« Hath fail'd my truth to move; 

« Less precious haughty Edgar's state 
< Than gallant Alleyne's love. f 


< Tell him, the broken piece of gold 
4 I keep with strictest care; 

His picture too, dear sacred pledge! 
Even at my heart I wear? 
8 
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4 Say that J daily seek the grove, 
«© That witness'd our adieu; 

c And there, in solemn wise, to Heav'n 
« For him my prayers renew. 


a 0 2 my father's swiftest steed, 

„ And take the shortest way; 

« Nor yet may storms, nor robbers fell, 
« Thy wish'd return delay!“ 


He chose her father's swiftest steed, 

He took the shortest way; 
Nor yet did storms, nor robbers fell, 
His wish'd return delay. 


But first the destin'd I. expir, 

And Raymond joyful cried, 
Prepare the feast ; my daughter now 
| r | 


r 
With crimson trappings rare; a 

« And this,” he cried, « zhall to my town / 
My loveliest Ella bear.“ | 
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Now Ella's heart with terror beat, 
And yet she craved delay; 

| Reluctant Edgar slowly yields 

One other month to stay. 


The a was almost flown, 
When, by the lamp's pale light, 

Fair Ella saw her page return'd, 

And bless'd the joyful sight. 


« O welcome, Bertram! welcome home! 
« But what doth Alleyne say“ | 
I saw him, lady”....Then to weep 
| He turn'd his head away. 


& And hast thou seen him? What mischance 
« Doth still my love detain?” - 

«© Ah! no mischance CY _ 
Here Bertram wept again. 


« Ah! ai then, that torturing pause? 
© Come, instant tell the whole 
% Lady, I will; though much I fear 
« His crimes will irk thy soul.“ 
VOL,  - "NS | H 
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His crimes — Ah, traitor! greatly fear 
„ Such virtue to arraign !— | 
« O, blister'd be the sland'rous tongue 
“ That dares his truth profane? 


Then might you see the conscious red 
Mount quick in Bertram's face.— 
How has my constant love deserv'd 


A charge so highly base?“ 


44 J told him, that a kneeling earl 
Had fail'd your heart to move ;— 
« But led by bright ambition's sun 
« He scorns the star of love. 


% saw him, at the holy shrine, 
« Bestow his plighted hand; 

« And, by a fair Castilian charm'd, 
&© Renounce his native land. 


« He whisper'd me, as from the church 
« His stately bride he led; 

« <Perchance thy mistress now may deign 
4 Her kneeling earl to wed.”” 
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Here Bertram paus'd: for Ella's cheek 
Had lost its crimson dye; 
Cold were her alabaster hands, 

And fix'd her rayless eye. 


She fainted ;—but resentment soon 
Restor'd her sense again; 
Then Alleyne's picture from her heart 
She tore in just disdain. 
F 4. 3 8 
“ Could he deceive !”—and then she gaz'd 
Upon the pictur'd face: 
There manly beauty seem'd to blend 
With each ingenuous grace. 


& Could he deceive ! and then she call'd 
His former vows to mind ;— — 
“ And have not vows a solemn power 
“ The speaker's soul to bind? 


« Say, was the Spaniard wondrous fair? 
4 Or did she, scoffing, smile 
« To hear a recreant lover's tongue 
« An * maid revile _ 
H 2 | 
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« And did I pour the fervent prayer 
« For him at morn and eve ;— 

& For him more noble lovers far, 
« And festive * leave? 


Say, Alleyne, is thy scorn the meed 
“ For every lonely tear? 

« I fear'd the storms; I fear'd the wars; 
4 Thy truth I did not fear. 


« Yet, Alleyne, I'll thy 8 

&« ]'ll shine earl Edgar's bride; 
Thou shalt not tell thy Spanish wife 
. How love-lorn Ella died. 


6 3 e eee | 
„My fixt disdain to hear; 


The faithful heart, when wrong d in woe, 
Can be in hate sincere. 


« Yet, in that ls where lately love 

„ Unrival'd empire gain'd, | 

« Shall fell revenge admission find ?— 
O be that thought disdain d! 
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ot My breast shall nurse no murd'rous wile, 
« My lips no curses breathe; 


% Far happier is the maid forlorn 
«© Than he who durst deceive. 


“No let me hasten to fulfil 
« An aged father's prayer — 

« But break not yet, my outrag'd heart, 
“Thou must thy sorrows bear.” 


At morning's earliest dawn she call'd 
A handmaid to her bed; 

O let my sire forgive the past, 

« And J today will wed !” 


Joy flash'd in old Sir Raymond's eye; 
The banquet he prepar'd : 
And to the castle Edgar now 

With many a knight repair'd. 


Full twenty ladies, rich attir'd, 
On ambling palfreys rode ; 
And village maids before the bride 
Sweet flowers profusely strow'd. 


. 

With downcast eye and faded cheek. 
Full slowly rode the bride, 

As if her beating heart divin'd. 
The woes that must betide. 


Close by fair Ella Edgar came, 
His face with rapture glow'd; 

Sweet from the skilful minstrel's n bean 8 
Soft am'rous ditties flow d. 


The friar bless'd the kneeling pair, 
And many a charge bestow'd ; 
The gay procession now return'd 
To Raymond's proud abode. 


When at the gate a stranger bow'd, 
Attir'd in pilgrim's weed ; 

He crav'd a portion of the feast, 
And pleaded urgent need.. 


« Approach, my friend,“ Sir Raymond said, 
In happy hour thou'rt come: 
In humblest wise the pilgrim bow'd, 
And, entering, bless'd the dome. 
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Yet all untouch'd the banquet stood, 
While he regardful eyed 
Where high exalted Edgar sate 

In dalliance with the bride. 


Along the hall the minstrel walk'd, 
His harp beside him swung; 

The pilgrim o'er each pliant chord 
His hand, deep musing, flung. 


« What though (he cried) oppressive woe 
«© Weighs down my heavy heart, | 

« Perchance these fingers yet retain 
Their wonted tuneful art.” 


“ Stranger, proceed,” fair Ella said: 
The rest assenting bow'd ; 

Each trembling string the pilgrim press'd, 
Then thus began aloud, 


n va? 
4 * * 9 


PART THE SECOND. 


O ntenry Love! whose wily snares 


Can reason's force control; 
“ O mighty Love! whose sorrows most 
© O'erpower a gallant soul; 


Give me to 'scape thy thraldom dire, 
« To rove content and free; 

« And let me woman's fairest charms 

Without emotion see. 


« For, who would wish to win a heart 
„ That but to interest bows? 


« Or, who would build his dearest hopes 


On light unmeaning vows? 


« I lately knew an ill-starr'd youth, 
« He lov'd a lady dear; | 

« And all, but those who knew the sex, 
& Suppos'd hex love sincere. 
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« Small was his patrimonial wealth, 
C And, candid, so he said; 


« Yet fortune did not seem to move 
© The much-protesting maid. 


« Close by the baron's ample courts 
« A wood thick bowering grew; 
« Here oft the lovers met, and here 
« Would every vow renew. 


One day, to shun the noon-tide heat, 

The baron sought the grove; | 
4 There, wondering, nen | 
Li 66— outer: 


« Fierce from the covert shade he rush'd, 
« Determin'd to upbraid, DR 
« When fainting in her lover's arms 
« Appear'd th' affrighted maid. 


« Compassion, such as fathers feel, 
« Recoiling rage suppress d, 
« Till her deep blush of filial awe 
1 Returning life confess d. 
| H 5 


4 Confine thy just resentment here, 
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His ready knee the lover bent, 
“ O honour'd Sir!“ he said, 


* And spare yon guiltless maid. 


“Mine was the crime: with fond delight 


4 Those angel charms I view'd, 


Till beauty, join'd with innate worth, 


« My raptur'd heart subdu'd. 


0 Yet, conscious of her high desert, 


I hid my passion long; 


At length I found my rebel eyes 


0 Less silent than my tongue. 


% Long time, with all that love could try, 


« T woo'd her dear esteem ; 
« And but of late hath pity deign'd 
In those bright eyes to beam.” 


« If loving merit be a crime, 
% Thy fault I'll share, she cries: 


0 father! let his generous plea 


0 For both alike suffice. 
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« © And didst thou know his wondrous worth, 
« Thy judgment might approve; 
«© Not few the virtues that could gain 
“ Thy high-soul'd daughter's love. 


« © Then if these virtues dare the test, 
« And still to thee aspire, | 

Let him produce their glorious fruits, 
e Then claim thee of thy sire. 


« © Above our holy cross in Spain 
© The Moorish banner flies; 

«© There let him fame and conquest gain, 
« Thy charms shall be the prize.” 


« Oft had the advent'rous lover wisbd 
4 To wield the warrior's sword; 

« And glory now seem'd brighter far, 
“Since beauty would reward. 


4 Yet, though her merit he confess d, 
Long absence much he fear'd ; | 

And, when his last farewell he sigh'd, 
« Suspicious doubts appear d. 


„„ 
4 O dear as life! whilst absent far 
& To merit thee I wend, 


© Say, sball thy prayers and fond regard 
Thy wanderer's steps attend? 


Sus Full many a youth, of high desert, 
“Such graces must pursue : 

« And may a vagrant soldier hope 
“Thou wilt to hua be true? | 


No splendid merit can I boast, 
No patrimouial store; 

„ All, all my plea, sweet maid, is love 
Dost thou require no more?” 


« Avaunt suspicion!“ she replied, 
« My firm affiance trust; | 

May life no longer warm this heart 

„Than whilst to thee tis just! 


4 O that thy vows of plighted love 
« May but as firm remain! | 

O that thy arm in war as sure 

_ © The victor's wreath may gain! 
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Then many a parting tear was shed, 
« And many a pledge bestow'd ; 

« They parted, —he to distant Spain, 
« She to her sire's abode.  - 


« F'en as the sacred laurel bears 
The lightning's shock unmov'd; 

« Fen so the dangerous test of time 
“The lover's truth approv'd. 


« Still, as the midnight watch he led 
« Around the tented field, 

% What time the lunar radiance shone 

« Bright on his ample shield 


« would'st thou, Queen of night,“ he said, 
( To me propitious prove; | | 

« And bear my oft repeated sighs 

To her I fondly love; 


« Fen now the gentle dream inspire, 
« To me her thoughts incline | | 
“Tell her that love hath nerv'd my arm, 
« And conquest shall be mine.“ | 


138 
% Each various chance of war he prov'd, 
e Now scarr'd with many a wound; 
Now with renown and conquest grac'd, 
“And now a captive bound. | 


« Yet, whether conquest crown'd his sword, 
« Or wounds or prisons pain'd; 

« His heart, tenacious of its trust, 
Its only love retain'd. 


«© But now, each hard achievement o'er, 
« With laurels on his brow, 

« He sails to England to demand 
« His lady's plighted vow. 


« Delightful task! to her he lov'd. 
« Past dangers to repeat; 
How dear the hope, her pitying tears 
« Would make those dangers sweet! 


« He came; but in a rival's arms 
“ The faithless fair he found!“ 
Here Ella gave a plaintive shriek, 

Then sunk upon the ground... 


3 
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Th attendant maids the mourner rear d, 
Whose head, by grief opprest, 

Like flowers o'er-charg'd by copious rain, 
Sunk on her throbbing breast. 

Raymond, in terrors for his child, 
O'er her recumbent hung; 

Whilst through the ball earl Edgar's threats 
Against the stranger rung. | 


Then Alleyne cast his pilgrim cloak 
And tuneful harp aside, 

And, stepping forth a warrior arm'd, 
His rival earl defied. 


«. Perdition seize thee, traitor !. say, 

„ What arts my Ella won? | 
© For well her deep emotion shows, 

« Her heart is still my own. 


« Naw then with injur'd Alleyne fight, 
« Nor vague excuses try; _ 

4 My blood shall stain thy victor sword, 
Or thou canfess and die!“ | 
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e Thus will I answer, Edgar said, 
Then fierce in combat clos'd ; 

« O! instant part them,” 3 
But no one interpos'd | 


Tull as Alleyne's victor sword 
Deep enter'd Edgar's breast ; 

Who, sinking low, with pain and shame 
His cruel fraud confess'd. 


— Oo 


Love was the sole excuse he urg d, 
As he for pardon pray'd, 
And to his rival's high desert 
Resign'd the matchless maid. 


Yet couldst not thou, brave Alleyne, boast 
The conquest by thee gain'd; 

With copious tides of primson blood 
Thy warrior's scarf was stain'd. 


6 "is past,“ he cried, © the toil of life 
«© Now hastens to an end; 

« Yet let me to my plighted fair 

My parting words commend,” 
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Returning life had just illum'd 
The lady's heavy eye, h 
When, deeply contrite for his fault, 
She saw her husband die; | 


And near advancing, faint and slow, 
Her long-lov'd Alleyne view'd; 

He too, with mortal languors pale, 
And faint with streaming blood: 


4 One other look, one last farewell, 


6“ Ts all the fates allow; 
Those cruel fates, who forc'd my love 
64 To break her plighted vow ! 


« And wilt thou strew with vernal flowers 
* The grave where Alleyne lies?”.... 

te In Alleyne's grave will Ella sleep, 

The dying fair replies. 


* Scarce can my panting breast retain | 


* My heart, it beats so sore; 


We go where slander and deceit 


Can never part us more! 


Truth opes the portals of the skies N 
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6“ Forgive the past!“ ! I do! I do!“ 
Here falter'd Alleyne's tongue; 

Vet still around her lover's corse 
Expiring Ella clung. 


—— )— P 


Raymond reviving cordials brought, 


And to his child applied; 
But, ah! the soul had wing'd its flight; 
She sunk by Alleyne's side. 


The woodbine thus, whose tendrils gay 


The lofty oak entwine, 
Smote by the ruthless woodman s axe 
With that in ruin joins. 


Now, Raymond, for thy only hope 
Prepare the fun'ral urn; 

Yet ne'er presume to question Heawn, 
Thy own injustice mourn ! 


To make her vot'ries blest; 
Whilst falsehood plants infernal pains 
In every conscious breast. 


| 
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SPRING. 
AN ODE. 


Anvp now, obedient to divine command, 
Reluctant Winter yields his rigid reign; 


Exulting Nature breaks his cruel band, 


And welcomes Flora to her old domain : 
She from her chariot strews ambrosial flowers; 


She decks the valleys and adorns the bowers. 


The pendent icicle perceives the thaw, 


Drops from the straw-roof'd cot, and melts away; | 


Affrighted snow, impatient to withdraw, 
Resigns its pure and innocent array, 

Assuming now a robe of murky hue, 

More soil'd as more receding from our view. 


Ice in its northern magazine lies chain'd, ; 


And all the furious hurricanes are bound ; 
Zephyr, by Eurus fierce too long restrain'd, 

Now claps his pinions at the joyful sound: 
The gentle shower descends ; earth opens wide 
Her jaws, and, thirsty, sucks the copious tide, 
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The glorious sun with renovated powers 
Flames on his car, resolving to unchain 
The willing world, while in his noon-tide hours; 
Well knowing that his sister-queen again, 
When she resum'd her silver throne, would freeze 
The brooks and rills, and hardly spare the seas. 


And now, alternately, what Phoœbus thaws 


By day, by night the queen of shade congeals : 
Nature, subservient to discordant laws, 


In all her springs the dire commotion feels: 


The bud, that noon just tempted to unfold, 
Shrivels in gelid evening's bosom cold. 


Mid the confusion, whilst we scarce can tell 8 

If Winter stays or flies, the snow-drop rears 

Her humid head, and fills each drooping bell 
With incense pure and odoriferous tears; 

Safe in its native innocence it stands, 

Nor dreads keen Boreas, nor the wintry bands: 


Yet but a herald to the crocus proud, 

Who comes a king in golden arms array'd; 
Around him daffodils and violets crowd, 
And lilies to adorn the woodland maid, 
Succeeded quickly by a thousand flowers,— 


All that delight in meadows, hills, and bowers. 
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Behold, the elm puts on its dark array 

Of dusky green; forth shoots the alder dun; 

In the light breeze the leaves of aspen play; 
The bushy sycamore defies the sun: 

And last, as if the sylvan band to close, 

The regal oak his ample foliage shows. 


But see, the young creation is awake; 

The household bee forsakes her waxen cell; 
The finny nations wanton in the lake; 

The gentle birds their pleasing descants tell; 
The lordly steed indignant paws the ground; 
And the young lambs o'er thymy hillocks bound. 


And now the ethereal Ram the zenith leaves, 
The ram of old laden with Helle's fate ; 

This the proud bull, his rival stern, perceives, 
And 1ssues forth in all his radiant state; 

He bends his starry horns enwreath'd with light, 

As if to rend the dusky veil of night. 


The blessed sun his beams benignly pours 

On the glad earth, and bids creation smile: 
- Exuberant nature opens all her stores, 

And cheerful swains renew their annual toil: 
War too, by intermission unallay'd, 5 
Draws from its sheath destruction's deadly blade. 
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But that I fear my languid Muse would faint, 
And leave me aidless in th' unbounded space, 
My song the starry firmament should paint, 
How planets ran their vast elliptic race; | 
How round the pole obedient Ursa flies, 
And huge Orion flames o'er half the skies.— 


: 
| 
i 
| 


But let me stop the chought, nor strive to rein 
- This fiery steed, nor compass heights divine; 3 
Lest I, dismounted on the Lycian plain, 
Muourn like Bellerophon the rash design; 
Enough that I with rude and Doric strain, 
O genial Spring! have bail'd thy welcome reign. 
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1 
THE PENMITE NT. 


© Wranr and hungry, faint and cold, 
Of youth and beauty vain no more, 
Rise, happy lady, and behold 
Thy rival begging at thy door! 


« What though the lustre of mine eye 
« And damask cheek thy Henry charm'd ? 
« Sickness has forc'd the rose to fly, | 
« While grief the dazzling eye disarm'd. 


< That once he seem'd to love, was true; 

«© But soon the rover broke his vow : 

Y % The hours of pleasure quickly flew, 
« And years of anguish wait me now. 


4 Deluded girl! ah! had I thought 

« His plighted hand another's rigar, 
Then I, by watchful prudence taught, 

<© Had sbunn'd the specious traitor's sight. 
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% Ah! pity innocence betray'd! 
« OFer a frail woman drop a tear! 
« No mother's arm my youth upstaid, 
No mother's counsels met my ear. 


«© Driv'n from the cot where I was born, 
„ Abandon'd by a father stern; 
“ Pursued by shame, remorse, and 8corn,— 
“ Ah, lady! let thy bosom yearn, _ 


« The gates of heaven will sure expand 
« For those who bid the wretched live; | 
4 For guardian seraphs near thee stand, 
& To register the word forgive! | 


c Think, for the moment must arrive 
4 O mayst thou find it distant far !— 

«© When nature's powers shall feebly strive 
Gainst tyrant death in mortal war, 


« How cordial to thy throbbing breast 
„ Will recollected mercy prove; 
* Embolden'd shall thy tongue request 
Such mercy from the God of love. 


ET 169 


« Close at my shivering breast I bear | 
„„ The offspring of my guilty joy; | BH 
„O! should revenge forbid to spare 

. © The mother, save the harmless boy! 


« My frozen arms can scarce sustain | 
Its weight: Oh! listen to its cries; | = 
«© Partaker of its mother's pain, 
Its inoffensive bosom sighs ?!“? s = 


These last sad words Estella heard, 
And instant op'd her friendly door; 
There Mira faint and pale appear'd, 
| Life's feeble functions almost Oer. 


Reviving cordials, unctuous balms, 
The handmaid train immediate brought; 
Whilst thus benign Estella calms 
The anguish of distracted thought: f 


„Ah, Mira! to no ruthless ear 
++ Hast thou addrest thy piteous tale; 
„ Charm'd at thy penitence sincere, 
“ Compassion all the past shall veil. 


* That Henry's tongue had power to move, 
* Or Henry's graceful form subdue, 
Can I deny, whose virgin love 


That Henry's fair attractions drew ? 
Vol. IV, | 1 
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5 Illustrious kindred, large domains, 

© Preserv'd me from seduction's wiles; 
& I never heard those syren strains 
Whose charm the village fair beguiles. 


Lo me thy recreant Henry came, 


« Array'd in sanctity's disguise ; 
« For at ambition's stronger flame 
c The lamp of guilty passion dies. 


% Poor, luckless, inexperienc'd maid, 
Thy breast with tender passions warm 
« No friends thy innocence to aid, 
* And flatter'd by the power to charm! 


18 Let scorn the fatal past proclaim; 
Let pride thy pensive footsteps shun; 
« And harsh unfeeling rigour blame 
« A lovely nymph, by art undone! 


My soul prefers the lenient part, 
«© Despair's wild agony to calm; 
“ And o'er contrition's tortur'd heart 
FO Ta dhed colonial piex's bal,” 
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To E 
COUNTESS HARCOURT, &c. &c. 


MADAM, 
INSTEAD of 1 myself 

in expatiating on the merits of your Ladyship's cha- 
racter, permit me to avail myself of those virtues, and a 
that refined taste, which are universally acknowledged. © _ 
In making it publicly known that the efforts of my 
humble Muse have been honoured with your: Ladyship's 
approbation, I all not fear to offer to the world those 
Poems which J am permitted to inscribe to Lady Har- 
court; and, anticipating their success in consequente 

of this high honour, 1 subscribe myself, 
Madam, your Ladyship's 
most grateful and devoted 
humble Servant, 


JANE WEST. 
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PREFACE. 


Tur Author of the following PoEMS does not aftect 
| a $toical indifference to their reception from the world: © 
on the contrary, she acknowledges all the perplexity 
and alarm that an anxious desire of success can inspire. 
Such apprehensions prompt her in a few introductory _ 
periods to bespeak the favour of her readers. The 
trite excuse, that the advice of some respectable friends 
encouraged her to the present publication, might with 
truth be alleged. In extenuation of the numerous defects 
which she fears may be discovered, she could plead 
| the disadvantages of a confined education, and the 
little leisure the indispensable duties of domestic life 
allow for literary pursuits: but conscious that no apo- 


logies can rescue from oblivion the jejune productions 
which vanity or officious friendship attempts to intrude 
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upon a generous but discerning public, she waves 
all futile pretences, and only entreats that her Po- 
ems may be read with indulgence, and judged with 
candour. From such a decision she wishes not to 
ad, „„ 


oOpEk I. 
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ODE I. 
ECCLESIASTES, i 2. 


« Vanity of vanities, saith the preacher, vanity of vanities, 
all is vanity.” 
I. 
Axnv thus doth J ewry's Sapient King, 
Who full felicity enjoy d, 
The dirge of disappointment sing, 

And deeply mourn the total void? 
With festal roses see him crown'd; 
The nymphs of Sion, gather'd round, 

Expect delight, and love the theme. 
He modulates the harp's soft flow 


To numbers of expressive woe, 
And proves our dearest j Joys are but a shadowy dream, 


174 
II. 
Vet haply, in that distant time, 
Long ere tne dawn of polish'd taste, 
The pageant feasts of Judah's clime 
Refin'd enjoyment never grac'd. 
Though commerce, at a king's command, 
Search'd Tyre and Qphir's distant land 
To find the exquisite and rare; 
Yet if constraint, a silent guest, 
Intruded on the regal feast, 
Pleasure would instant fly the ostentatious glare. 


III. 
Thee, Attica, a name endear'd 
By grateful learning to mankind, 
In thee voluptuousness appear'd | 
With elegance and science join'd. 
Beneath the-citron's loaded bough, 
The Zephyrs told Anacreon's vow 
In whispers to the God of wine: 
Menander wooed the-Idalian boy : 
And the philosopher of joy“ 
Evinc'd, by reasons sage, that pleasure js divine. 


— 


— — 
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Did not the joys of wine and love, 
The luxury of letter'd ease, 
The bath, the banquet, and the grove, 
| Form'd ev'n to ecstasy to please, 
With full delight possess the soul? 
Ah no! Satiety oft stole 
On the gay revel's lengthen'd Wa. - 
The mind perceiv'd an aching void, | 
And, sensual pleasures unenjoy'd, 
Sigh'd for a nobler bliss adapted to her powers. 


V. 
Did martial Rome, whose genius high + 
Grasp'd at unlimited control, 
With stately pageantry supply 
This good, proportion'd to the soul? 
Ah! hear the mighty dead avow, 
That with the laurels on their brow 
Envy and anxious care enwreath” d. 
Let Africanus, doom'd to shame; 
Let Fabius, great but slander'd name; 


Let murder'd Cæsar tell, what conqu'rors oft achiev'd. 
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The numerous wants of life Shall waken constant care, 
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VI. 


Not in the public walks of men 
Can we possess our fuil desires: 
Behold ! to some sequester'd glen 
Defeated Enterprise retires. - 
There solitude, and quiet rest, 
Shall drive ambition from his breast; 
Would it could drive remembrance too! 
But all the wrongs of base mankind, 


Engraven on the feeling mind, 
| Shal o'er his soul diffuse Misanthropy's sad hae. 


VII. 


Yon cottage see. The mantling vine 
O'er the white wall redundant strays: 

Content! this residence is thine ; | 

The rosy tenants chant thy praise. 
Ah no! the honest rustick's joy | 
Fatigue and penury destroy ; : A 

He must the curse of Adam bear : ; 
Though temperance shall his board control, 
Though moderation curb his soul, 
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VIII. 


Now let the Social Duties tell 
Their pleasures. First, be Friendship heard 
Friendship! thy title is a spell 
Fen to idolatry rever'd : 
Sweet is the intercourse of mind, 
When virtuous souls, alike refin'd, 
One taste, one sentiment express; 
| Welcome is sympathy's warm glow 
To the lone breast of frigid woe; | 
Welcome is counsel too to those whom doubts oppress. 


IX. 
O Friendship! thy enchanting strains | 
Have charm'd my ravish'd soul 80 long, 
Fain would I banish all thy pains 
Both from my mem'ry and my song. 
So would thy ever-during smile 
My future task of life beguile. 
O! let not time or mis'ry tire, 
Let not reserv'd neglect appear, 
The causeless yet distracting fear, 
The gloom of jealous doubt, or anger's sudden fire. 
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X. 


Tt cannot be. The crime of Eve 


With imperfection marks mankind. 
Errors shall pain, and sorrows grieve, 

And Friendship's strictest cord unbind. 
The mother, who with high-wrought joy 
Strains to her breast the wanton boy, 

« Hope of her age, pride of her youth,” 
May, when a few short years are o'er, 
In bitterest agony deplore 


66 Filial ingratitude, worse than the serpent's tooth.” 


XI. 

The youth, whom admiration draws 

| Toxacrifice at Beauty's shrine, 
Till, madden'd with his own applause, 

He deems the mortal nymph divine, — 

How does he time and fate upbraid, 
Till wedded to th all perfect maid ! 

But then the fond illusion flies: 
Fancy to solid thought will yield, 
And many a fault, till then conceal'd, 


Burst from thomint of loveon N discernment's eyes. 
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Why k should the muse the theme prolong, 
The miseries of guilt to tell? 
In the abodes of shame and wrong 
Can the light sylphid Pleasure dwell? 
Can opulence by meanness sway'd, 
Can power that honour has betray'd, 
Can rash unsatisfied desire, 
The state of solitary pride, 
The bowl to madness near allied, — 
O Happiness! can these to thy rich prize aspire? 


XIII. 


Hear Prudence: / Cease, the search is vain, | 
« Fate will your wishes still prevent; 
« Yet treat not Prudence with disdain, 
And she shall lead you to Content. 
« Though tis not mine with transport high | 
Each ravish'd sense to gratify, 
Secure tranquillity I give. 
Where the still waters softly flow, 
Distant alike from bliss and woe, 
„There shall the happy few, * own my guidance, 


live.” ” 


— 
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3 15 XIV. 
Let, Prudence! een thy humble plea 
Se date experience disallows. 
Canst thou from sickness set us free, 
Nor suffer age to load our brows? 
See awful Death! his arrows strike 
The wary and the rash alike: 
Canst thou against his power contend ? 
He with the sure, th' impending shroud | 
Veils all the joys to man allow'd, 
And in the grave's dark gloom bids all our prospects 
end. | | 


XV. 


T And are a few uncertain years 
Of doubtful bliss, of deep distress, 
Of blessings circumscrib'd by fears, 
585 The sum of human happiness! 
The beav'n-born soul, is it endu'd 
With such insatiate thirst for good, 
And must it ne'er desire assuage? 
Must disappointment, toil and pain, 
O'er this terrestrial planet reign, 
Till death and silence clear the busy crowded stage? 


"an 
XVI. 
Toil ! drop thy ineffectual arm; 
| | Exertion! thy vain zeal control; 
Let apathy the passions charm, 
| And melancholy lull the soul! 
The race to speed does not belong, 
The battle does not grace the strong, 
Nor yet is honour wisdom's meed. 
O Vanity! thus let me sing, 
With Salem's well-experienc'd king, 
O earth! chy best delights are vanity indeed! 
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ODE . 


„Lord, what is man, that thou art mindful of him?” 


J. 


- 


Mur should the melancholy muse 

| .  Repress the ardour of the soul, 

And o'er young Hope's enchanting views 

Devolveaffliction's sable stole: 

While fancy's groves inviting spread, 

Shall sbe the vale of mourning tread ? 
Disease and guilt inhabit there. 

Will she the cup of blessing spurn 

To drink at sorrow's bitter urn, 


courts, Despair? 
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Has he, th' unalterable Mind, 
Call'd us to being, yet assign 
That being to distress a prey? 


In heav'n's wide court, by angels trod, 
In honour of th' all- bounteous God, 
Are endless hallelujahs sung: 
And when of chaos, rude and drear, 
He form'd this planetary sphere, 
With hymns of praise and joy the * 
III. 
Lo! the great Maker's eye divine 
At once the wide creation viewed: 
It all fulfill'd his vast design; et, 
| He saw, and he pronounced it 18 
1 Crude shapeless matter, by him wrought, 
Assum'd his radiant form, and thought, 
And man arose with life endu d. 
To him the new-born earth was given ; 
Nor did the golden gates of heav'n 
From his enraptur'd view the eternal world exclude. 
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But when the proud Apostate dar'd 
The goodly region to invade: 
When man, by artful wiles ensnar'd, 
Proudly aspir'd and disobey'd,— 
_ Aloft he rear'd his flaming crest, 
And thus his hellish bands address'd : 
« 'Tis done: the work of ruin's done! 
“ No more the choral sons of morn 
„ Shall hail yon planet newly born, 


+ Nor tell of favour'd man, creation's youngest son. 


V. 


"Ton Incens'd the stern Jehovah sees 
1 His views defeated by my guile. 
C7 „ Death shall the guilty beings seize. 
5 Destruction sinks that starry pile. — 
But as he gaz'd, in vain desire, 
To see earth's funeral blaze aspire, 
Behold, the work of Mercy shines! 
Her plea eternal Justice hears, 
Abates our contrite parents' tears, 
And to repentant man a Saviour God assigns. 
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What though the earth, now steril grown, © 


Will but by toil her products bring; 
What though her climes no longer own 
An Eden's ever-during spring: 

Use shall the native reconcile 
To each adversity of soil, 
Or art allay the wild extreme. 
Necessity shall summon forth 
The soul of energetic worth; 


And labour nerve 0 frame, and clear the mental 


beam. 


Revolving, years, eventful all, 
Progressively their round fulfil : 

Kingdoms and heroes rise and fall, 
Obedient to th' eternal will. 

Assyria's kings their empire spread; 

O'er vanquish'd realms the Persians tread ; 
Heroic palms the Grecians bear; 

The Cæsars war. Each seeks alone 

To rear their perishable throne ; 


Yet these thy promis'd reign, O Prince of Peace! 
prepare. 
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The Babylonish tyrant trod, 
When from his palace, turret-crown'd, 
He gaz'd, himself a fancied God; 


O'er ampler regions than e er lay 


Prostrate beneath the Persian sway, 
Christianity's mild banners wave; 

Where never march'd Achaia's prince “, 

Where never Rome, on false pretence, 


Invaded peaceful realms, or triumph'd o'er the brave. 


| IX. 
Has not the sacred page foretold 
(That page which med'cines all our fears), 
That ere the car of time has roll'd 8 
Its period o er allotted years, 
Nations, perchance, ev'n now unknown, 
The inmates of each distant zone, 
The gospel's blessing shall receive? 
From ev'ry kindred, people, tongue, 
Shall burst devotion's ardent song, 


And earth again to Heav'n a welcome incense breathe. 


r 
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- 
'Tis not that lightnings rend the air, 
Or icy rigours chain the soil, 
Nor that humanity. must bear 


His destin'd lot of pain and toil, 

That man complains. A different souree 

Those sorrows know, whose poignant force 
Deopest afflicts the'tortur'd soul. 

They spring from av'rice, envy, lust, 

From cruel foes, from friends unjust, 

The pang of 'wounded pride, or plensiite's erartdrows 
bowl, 


Turn then, ye erring pilgrims! turn, 
Who perfect bliss on earth pursue: 

Her steps ye never shall discern; 
To Heav'n the radiant cherub flew 

When Adam fell. Go seek her there, 

By humble virtue, ardent prayer, 

And Charity's directing light. 

Not unregarded shall ye sigh; 

Faith wafts your wishes to the sky, 

And years of endless joy shall your desires requite. 
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1 | XII. 
No more of partial evil tell, 
| Suppress the false repining lay : 
Will not Eternity dispel 
The sorrows of Time's transient day? 
Ev'n Death, the last resisting foe, 
To her resigns his ebon bow, | 
And nerveless drops his murd'rous hand. 
The Christian, by her name impell'd, 
Fenced by devotion's sacred shield, | 
Dares the reducing world and hell infernal band. 
XIII. 

Along the pilgrimage of life 

To heav'n, submissive, see him go. 
Secure from passion's mental strife, 
He feels not passion's restless woe. 
If to his lot indulgent Heav'n 
A path less intricate has giv'n, 

And strew'd it with some casual flowers; 

Grateful he crops the blossoms fair, 
And cultivates those plants with care, 


Whose eng e will revive in heav'n's ambrosial 


bowers. 


* 
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But if through deserts, wild and rude, 
With dangers fraught, his journey lies, 
His mind, each rebel thought subdu'd, 
An intellectual calm supplies; 
While Innocence, with gentle beam, 
Attracts affection and esteem, 
Still to the virtuous sufferer given. 
Such are the antidotes to woe 
Ik)hhese sublunary scenes bestow ; 
Suck. is our ps; here; and our reversion, 1 


— na, 19th * de ——— 
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TO INDEPENDENCE. 
ODE In. 


' 


Sweer Muse, to whose protecting shrine, 
Driv'n by the spectre Care, I flee, 

When oft, at busy day's decline, 
I sigh for leisure and for thee ! 

Say, in earth's habitable round 

Can perfect happiness be found 
Proportion'd to the craving soul? 

If still beneath the solar road 

Bright Independence makes abode, 

Hers is this perfect bliss, this joy without contro]. 


TT 
NN. thy animating voice 
That wakes the springs of latent worth; 
In thee the savage tribes rejoice; 
The polish'd nations of the earth 
Caught at thy shrine the sacred flame, 
Which led to liberty and fame 
| The Grecian and the Roman arms; 
When kings, with unenlighten'd pride, 
IT he native rights of man defied; 
When Rapine stalk'd on earth, and fill'd it with alarms, 


III. 


Who on the labours of the Muse 
Impassion'd energy bestows? 
Whose inspiration can diffuse 
Ihe warmth with which the patriot glows? 
O thou! the theme of many a bard, 
By sages woo'd with fond regard, 
In every view a good supreme ! 
Without thee, weak is Virtue's arm; 
Feeble is Wisdom's hope to charm; 


Nor yet must timid Truth display her radiant beam. 


192 
IV. 

| Thy favour'd vot'ries do not fear 
1 | The scorns which wealth will oft bestow ; 
Nor need they hide th' indignant tear, 

Stern obligation bids to flow. 
Degrading flattery does not soil 
The lip o'er which thy cheerful smile 

Diffuses a becoming pride; 
Nor will their hearts pretend to feel 


The hurry of officious zeal, | 
Nor the cold civil wish that hopes to be denied. 
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V. 

These still with manly ease avow 

The genuine impulse of the soul; 
To Nature's shrine alone they bow, 

O bedient but to her control. 

Fastidious Taste's capricious laws, 
The cant of censure and applause, 
Claim'd by the fashion of the day, 

Their minds with noble freedom spurn ; 
For merit and for truth they burn, 


4 


And in their search employ 5 Reason 


8 Fay. 


198 
VI. 
Such are the characters who prove 

To what our nature can aspire, 
Who feel the dignity of love, 

And friendship's never- failing fire; 
Who in each state, to duty just, 
Perform the delegated trust, 

Guided by honour's radiant star. 
Regardless though the vulgar blame; 
Proof to the dangerous charms of fame, 


Their hopes and fears revere a doom more awful far. 


O Goddess of the brave and wise! 
Where'er thy radiant seat is plac'd, 
Beneath mild Britain's temper'd skies, 
Or in the cold Sarmatian waste, 
With thee, as in their native air, 
The nobler virtues flourish fair: 
Firm constancy, unwearied zeal, 
Courage that spurns degrading fear, 
Faith unprofessing, yet sincere; : 


| All that can greatly act, e 
1 K 
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Bright object of my ardent prayer 

When will thy soul-enliv'ning beam 

Dispel the wintry clouds of care, Ke 

| 26d a or nd awe ? 

There oft thy harbinger I see: 

The ruddy sylvan, Industry, oy 
Renews his visits with the morn; 

Nor yet does adverse Fate deny 

Each humbler hope to gratify, 


And wilt thou still thy ardent vot'ry. W 


IX. 


Away, Complaint! thy chilling spleen = 
With languor numbs the active 3 : ö 
For, as I view the passing scene, nagt 
Mx path seems strew'd with festal — >; 
Millions who bear the human form, 
Assail'd by Fortune's ruthless storm, 
To heaven of hated life complain. 
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X; 


Ye sons of affluence and fame, 
| To noble independence born, 
Remov'd from want's imputed shame, 
And mis'ry's undeserved scorn, 
Preserve the birth-right ye possess! 
O trifle not with happiness;  _ 
From lavish dissipation fly. 
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An irksome round of anxious care, | 
Nor let the sordid bribe your mean eubservience dai. 


XI. 
N Preserve the birthright ye possess, 
| The banquet of the lib'ral mind, 
The pow'r to succour and to bless, 
To speed the int'rests of mankind, 
E'en, like the glorious orb of day, 
Your salutary beams convey - | 
To all within your ample sphere. 
Oppressive opulence subdue, 
Lead slighted merit forth to view, 
Dispel the orphan's grief, and wipe the widow's tear. 
+ K 2 | 


XII. 

Yet while with condescension sweet 

Te lay the pride of birth aside, 
The injur'd sufferer to meet, 

The blush of modesty to hide; 
Still, when occasion calls it forth, 
Assume the dignity of worth, 
I To check oppression's proud decree. 
Admiring nations shall perceive 
What minds unbiass'd can achieve, 
And bless benignant Heav'n, which made yo " 
and . 
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ELEGY I. 
' LAODAMIA. 


| LAoDAMIA was the wife of ProTESILAUS, king of Thessaly, 
who was slain in the Trojan war. The ns 
is ghost appeared to her, and she expired. 


; Taz midnight continal has hail'd the moon, 
Whose silent radiance gilds the dusky air; 

Again the favouring Muse I importune, 
And wander forth her converse mild to share. 


In yonder grove the goddess first appear d, 
As there to gather violets I stray d: 

There first the lyre's harmonious swell I beard; 
I tura'd astonish'd and beheld r | 


0 % 
ge IND 


Fancy abrers had wreath'd . willing hair; 
Her mantling cheek with rich expression glow d; * 
Sportive as youthful Hebe's was her air; 

Her sparkling eyes her birth celestial show'd. - 
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T gaz'd, I worship'd ; she benignly smil'd. 
Fear not,” she said, and dried the starting tear; ; 

«© The Muse hath listen'd to thy numbers wild, 
And oft at evening shall await thee here.” 


Blest assignation ! frequent here I'll stray, 
O Night! to lonely musing sacred still, 
When leafy boughs embrown the lunar ray, 
And * faint breeze e to the Pg rill. 


This is the hour 1 3 reigns, 
When shrouded spectres through the church- yard 
roam, 
When sportive fays mislead benighted swains, 
And prowling witchcraft leaves its * home. 


The prisoner now, in rapturous Wer blest, 
Enjoys his liberty, and scorns his foes ; 

While honest Industry, by toil opprest, 
Tastes the reyiving cordial of repose. 


Now patient woe, whose meek dejected breast 
Hides from the scoffing world its Secret yin, 
Indulges sorrow in an ample feast, 5 
Till weary Nature can no more sustain. 
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so mourn'd of old the fair Thessalian queen, 

Connubial martyr to the adult'rous wars; 

So oft the mourner on her couch was seen, 
Her streaming eyes fixt on the radiant stars. 


Alas! what anguish tore her faithful heart 
As her soul struggled in a last adieu! 

Whilst her lov'd lord, by fate compell'd to 8 
On distant glory fix'd his ardent VIEW. 


Love wak'd her fears; and while the Grecian train 
In the wide arms of rocky Aulis lay, 


She urg'd opposing oracles in vain: 
The chief still panted for the martial Bay 


The sails ** : behold the mourner now 
Sink in th' embraces of supporting friends, 

Whilst the griev'd monarch, from the ship's tall prow, 
To pitying Juno his belov'd commends. 


In vain her handmaids, with consoling care, 
Exclaim, Thy hero shall return with joy; 

4% Haste, weave the victor robe ; the wreath prepare, 
Leave sorrow to the widow'd dames of Troy.“ 


|| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Yet ev'n in slumber imag'd Pbrygian foes, 


Beauty and sweetness in his look appear'd, 


The pride of birth, the pomp. of courts, is vain: 
She sits, a monument of silent woe: | 

And now she fears the terrors of the main, 
Now the close ambush of _ wily foe. 


Meantime the husband, 1 ths fame, 
First draws his beaked vessels to the coast. 

See him with Priam's san the combat claim, | 
And fall the frst-fruits of the Grecian boat, | 


Even as his footstep press'd. the hostile soil, 
Tremendous Hector rais'd his spear with j Joy +. 

« Thus, proud Thessalian, terminates thy toil ; 
m manner 


Now reign'd dull midnight, 3 short repose 
The sorrowing queen essay d to banish care; 


And vow'd to Juno sacrifice and prayer. 


When lo! the king his shadowy form uprear'd; 
His deep wound heal'd,his garmentscleans'd from gore, 


Hs yhon be fret the anpoul chaplet wore. 1 
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Come, lovely mourner, ever faithful bride! 

. Vain was thy parting charge, thy tender fear: 
« Thy prayers, thy offerings, fate's award deny d: 

My victim life was given to Hector's spear. 


„ Come, partner of my soul! my spirit roves 
Restless, unhappy, whilst depriv'd of thee, 4 
Together will we seek the myrtle groves, 11 
«© The seat of lovers faithful once as we.” 


« F come, my lord,” the starting matron cried, 
In spite of Hector, now for ever blest.” : 
Then, as the phantom fled, sbe groan'd and died, 
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ELECOCT II. 


* IO ANNA; 


WITH THE COLLECTION or MISCELLANEOUS POETRY 
' PUBLISHED 'BY THE AUTHOR IN 1786. 


Fazxp of my soul, accept from Friendship's hand 
The grateful garland to thy virtues due; | 
() smile' propitious on the votive hand 
Whose flowers once shelter'd by thy favour grew. 


Rude and uncultur'd, in my infant soul 
be seeds of poesy profusely spread, 
By nature sown, nor yet had art's control 

To seemly order the redundance led. 


Yet. thee they pleas'd : thy polish'd taste approv'd 
The simple carol of my untaught lays. 
And see! th' ambitious muse, by thee belov'd, 
Now stands a candidate for public praise. 
3 
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Shine, sun of hope! But ah! the clouds of fear 

Alternate chill me with foreboding gloom; 
Bright fairy visions rise, and disappear, 

As praise and censure seem, by turns, my doom. 


Lanch her keen arrow at my victim page; 
Should critic censure, rich with many a spoil, 
Consign my labours to oblivion's rage: 


Will not thy bosom with resentment glow? 
Resentment mixt with pity's softening tear; 

And wilt thou not appear to ward the blow, 

With Candour's buckler arm'd and Friendship's spear 


Yet all in vain: thy pious zeal will prove, 
The shaft of ridicule resistless flies: 
Vain thy consoling, animating love; 
The timid muse repents, despairs, and dies. 


Then let me ask thee, when the tuneful power 
« Her nightly visions“ shall no more repeat; 

When active duty, seizing every hour, 

Shall cloud gay fancy's visionary seat ; 


When sweet forgetfulness (what numerous years 
Ere then shall lapse !) the past indulgent veils; 
When dis appointment wipes away her tears, 
And quiet peace and still content prevails; 


Yet canst thou then approve, with preference kind, 
The insipid converse of the village dame? 

Though taste and science quit the busy mind, 

Still shall the honest heart thy favour claim? 


O would that Health as surely might again 
Oer thy lov'd form her healing balm dine, 

As I shall still thy dear esteem retain, 
Even when deserted by t i 1 


ELEGY HI. 
10 LAURA. 


How 1 how well, we ve e lov'd, 0 Laura, Say! 
Bid recollection trace the distant hour 

When first we met in life's delightful May, | 
And nnn d fair friendshipꝰ s power. 


Recall the portrait of each youthful mind, 
Which from experience no stern precepts drew; 

When gay, impetuous, innocent, and kind, 
From taste congenial love spontaneous grew. 


Deep had we quaff'd the cup of childish joy; 
The simple sweet our nicer taste disdain'd. | 
We thought life's promis'd feast would never cloy, 
And of — | 


Time lifts the curtain of expected years; 
Eager we rush the imagin'd good to find. 


Say, if the blessing, when possest, appears 
Fair as the phantom that allur'd thy mind. 


Does the stern wotld those faultless friends disclose, 
Thy guileless candour imag'd once so fair ? 
Does virtue guard thee ſrom insidious blows? 
Does sense unveil low cunning's artful Snare ? : 
For | Sm thought the 775 * of fame h 
Still in my reach, and like a trifler play d: 
55 But when I turn'd the glorious prize to claim, 
My hopes had faded i in oblivion's shade. 
The * associates we in 3 88 
The world's rude changes from our arms have drove: 
Some in the grave 's dark cells have disappear'd ; 
Some lost by distance; some estrang di in 8 
Vet there are = which — will Hy 
In one Sure prospect no false colours blend: 
Death on our bros will place his cypress wreath, 
And all our wishes in the dust will end. 


Perchance, ere yet yon zenith'd sun shall lave © 
In the salt deep, my conflict will be o'er. 

Then Laura, bending o'er my turf-clad grave, 
Shall shed the tear which I shall feel no more. 


Or, if, allotted many lengthen'd years, 

We walk consociate through the tedious gloom, 
Till each lov'd object gradual disappears, 

And our dim vision but discerns the tomb: 


Still our tried faith shall shame the fickle herd, 
Whose civil forms are cold and unendear'd; 

Nor shall a casual slight, or dubious word, 
Efface the kindness we have long rever'd. 


Friendship's sweet pleasures bless'd our early hours 
With tender fellowship of hopes and fears: 
Our ripen'd age shall feel its nobler powers, 

Its calm endearments sooth our drooping years. 


Then when the levities of mirth offend, 
When passion ceases its tormenting strife; 
How sweet in converse with an aged friend 
To trace th' eventful history of life! 
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From present sorrow, lassitude and pains, 
To lift the soul to glory's promis'd sphere! 


There may we meet, and, where love ever reigns, 
Perfect the union which we cherisb'd here! 


ELEGY IV. 
TO THE SAME; 


vrox HER EXPRESSING AN UNFAVOURABLE OPINION 
OF ONE OF THE AUTHOR'S FRIENDS, 


Anx souls congenial? and can Laura's mind, 
Accustom'd truth and prudence to revere, 

Sink by rash censure, or contempt unkind, ; 
Minds like her own, to truth and prudence dear? 


What though perchance the seeds of Attic taste, 
Rich efflorescence, Nature's hand withheld ; 

Though Science ne'er their nightly vigils grac'd. 
With wit and sense, like Laura's unexcell'd; 


Deem not the goddess niggard: in her stores 5 
A thousand latent talents are enshrin'd; . 
She blends, appropriates, contrasts, explores, 

And various as the feature moulds the mind. 
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All have their uses. Tis to some assign'd, 

As sings the sage“, a narrow round to tread, 
To fill the lowlier uses of their kind 

With silent goodness, or with sense unread. 


All cannot boast, lik thee, a judgment keen 
Our course to point, our errors to retrieve: 

Vet ſor fall'n man their task is not too mean, 

Who mourn the woes they know not to relieve. 


The regal oak in air supremely towers, 
And amply spreads each grand umbrageous arm: 
Vet not neglected glow the vernal flowers, 
Whose gay enamel bids the valley charm. 


To the tall tree, when-lowering storms affright, 
We fly for shelter, and its foliage bless. 

In fertile vales, when peaceful skies invite, 
We praise gay Nature in her humble dress. 


1 8 
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* Dr. Johnson's elegy on the death of Dr. Levet : 
« His virtues walk'd their narrow round,” 
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In various trials is thy merit shown: 


Then to perfection urge thy noble aim. 
Worth may exist, albeit to thee unknown; | 
And Genius, which thy household gods disclaim. 


In me base deference would my love demean. 
Can servile awe thy just esteem demand? 
Shall Friendship, like an oriental queen, 
Claim the mute reverence of a prostrate band? 


No. Be reproof her office; and do thou, 

Still as thou seest my angry passion blaze, 
Teach me my fault with candour to avow, 

And make me worthier of thy love and praise. 


Yet cantious check my temper's ardent force. 
Wouldst thou annihilate the honest zeal, : 

Whose big emotion bursts from Friendship's source, 
And which in all its warmth for thee I feel? 


ELEGY . 


OCCASIONED BY OFTEN DREAMING OF A DECEASED 
FRIEND. 


An friend belov'd ! who, when in human mould, 
With care assiduous watch'd my infant hours, 
Anxious to see the tender plant unfold, 
Anxious to rear the frail expanding flowers ! 


Ah friend belov'd ! whose sorrows oft have drown'd, 

My youthful cheek with sympathetic tears, | 
When the stern world upon thy fortunes frown'd, 
Or pains incessant rack'd thy drooping years l. 


Thy form, familiar to my mental sight, 
Thy sufferings, grav'd on mem'ry's living scroll, 


Employ the passing vision of the night, 
And fill with pensive retrospect my soul. 
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Unbodied spirit! dost thou yet retain 
The strong affinity of mortal ties? 
Still dost thou hovering round my couch remain, 
And give thy image to my closing eyes? 


Oft to thy friendly besom have I fled, 

S | When sharp affliction stung my youthful heart; 
|: And art thou, long th' associate of the dead, 

] Yet recollective of thy wonted part? 


My matron cares, do these thy pity move 
4s did the anguish of my childish years? 
Wouldst thou renew thy offices of love, | 
- Relieve my griefs, and dissipate my fears? 


Tis surely thus. When sleep awhile suspends 

The deadly pressure of this clay machine, 

The mind springs forth to meet departed friends, 
And catch a prospect of the world unseen. 


Th' unbounded soul, from cumbrous matter fre, 
: Feels a short foretaste of its future powers; 

It cleaves the air, it penetrates the se, 

__ Ewoys resplendent Suns and fairy bowers. 15 
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Fancy, while judgment sleeps, with mingled hues 
Depicts each past occurrence of the day; 

And naw she blends them with gay festal views: 
Now fills the scene with horror and dismay. 


Whate'er she fables, her existence shows 
A priuciple to matter unallied, | 

Whose ever active essence SCOrnS iepose, 

Nor needs corporeal organs to decide. 


The sleep of Nature never could o'ercloud, 
O wondrous soul! thy intellectual ray 
Nor shall the silent tomb and winding shroud 

Lull thee in slumber till time's final day. 


No long suspension of the conscious mind, 
No rest to unrepentant guilt is givin; | 
Nor must the dying christian wait to find 22H 
The joyful foretaste of his promis'd heav'n. 


Or, hovering o'er the friends in life belov'd, 


— 
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'Delightful hope! Then still is Mary near; 
My nobler being now her care sustains: 
My tender friend, my guardian angel here, 
My future pilot to the heav'nly plains. 


ww eT 
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ELEGY VI. 


THE MUSE S VINDICATION. 


 Dicary the muse—thy sounding lyre forgo, 
Drive from thy bosom verse, and all its charms; 

Why sharpen every nerve to suffer wo, 
Give passion force, and weaken reason's arms? 


He, who man's properest station can discern, 
For thee a humble dwelling hath preferr'd; 

Where daily care thy daily bread shall earn, 
And Fame's bewitching trump be never heard. 


Drive from thy thought those fascinating powers, 
Who with romantic dreams enchant thy soul: 

The rugged world demands thy anxious hours, 
And Fortune bids thee her attacks control. 
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Why rural talk or rural sports disdain, 

And lonely musing nightly wander far, 
Chanting to silver Cynthia some sad strain 

Of heroes alumbering on the couch of war? 


'Tis thine to waste o'er baoks thy midnigh oil, 
"Tis thine to warble forth some love-lorn tale; 
More blest, more useful, is the swain whose toil 


Prepares the glebe, or reaps the ripen'd vale. 


Beneath yon elm, amid those humble swains, 
| Mortality's last rites thy bones shall share : * 
No future poets shall repeat thy strains, 

No strangers seek thy grave to shed a tear. 


Or grant same generous friend, with active zeal, 
Tears from oblivion's grasp thy heart-taught lays, 

The studious critic's cold 'contempt to feel, — | 
Uncultur'd nature must not hope for praise. 


To wiser purpose then thy powers direct: 
With active interest guard thy steady breast. 
Do liberal thoughts command the world's respect? 
Do figer feelings make their owners blest? 
VOL, IV. "Þ 
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Thus Prudence urg d; when, lo! the muse appears; 
The sacred cause of letter'd ease she . 
Sparkling intelligence her visage wears, 
And thus the graceful orator proceeds: 


Just were the censure, did our visits aim 
Io robe thy idle dreams in tissue garb; 
To cheat thee with fantastic views of fame, 
Or feeling's arrows in thy breast to barb. 


But know our stations. Handmaids we appear, 
In Virtue's court to robe the queen divine, 

From her the high behest of truth we hear, 

And thence to man transmit the lore benign. 


Be thou our witness, when beside the grove © 

Thy hands first bound thine hair in many a braid, 
As pleas'd for thee the laurel wreath we wove, 
Ere we bestow'd the gift, my sisters said: 


« A fit companion for thy vacant hours, 

& This wreath and lyre in favour we bestow. 
But e er when life calls forth thy active powers, 
„ © Thou1nust the muse, the wreath, and lyre, forgo. 
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Let not unletter'd scorn, with mean delight, 
« Produce thy actions to traduce thy name. 
« We sing the virtues we ourselves excite, 
« And give not indolence, but merit, fame. 


« From taunting satire, from unlicens'd praise, 
Do thou with noble independence soar: 

Give to morality thy noblest lays, . 
« And fix thy hopes where time destroys no more. 


« Then, when the virtuous precept fires thy breast, 
«© When the sigh rises to be prais'd, and known, 

« Adopt the manners which thy judgment bless d, 
« And save, from folly save—thyself alone. 


“ So shall thy eyes with angel ken survey 5 
« Fame, Pleasure, Wealth, despoil'd of. all their 
| « charms; 
« So shalt thou sink upon thy bed of vl, 
Calm as the infant in the mother's arms.” 
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PASTORAL I. 


CELADON. 


| O CELADON, did not the hours 


Appear to glide rapid away, 


| When with me mid frech blowoming flowery 


You carol'd the beauties of May? 
When spring, with its infantine green, 
— Lightly ting'd the tall elms of the grove, 
Ah! Celadon, sweet was the scene, 
Its beauty was heighten'd by love. 


Of all you then sang, not a strain 


But I still can distinctly repeat; 
Ah! youth, but reproaches are vain, 
Can you say your behaviour is meet? 


Is it just to abandon with scorn 


The heart you so hardly subdu'd, 
And to leave the poor virgin forlorn, 
Whom late you so fervently woo'd ? 
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When you gave me the eglantine wreath, 
You embellish'd the gift with your praise; 5 
You vow'd to be constant till death, | 
And my heart fondly echo'd your lays. 
My beauty was then all your theme, 
In beauty I never took pride; 
I thought it procur'd your esteem, 
I knew not its value beside. 


Though you promis'd your passion should last 
Till by death's icy rigour represt, ; 
Yet how all its ardour is past, 5 
Aud you live at that pawive to jest. 
Was the fetter that bound you too weak ? 
Oh! why is my Celadon strange? 
Till your falsehood had faded my cheek, 
Isa in the fountain no change. 


Can you say my behaviour was light? 
Was it easy my favour to gain? 
When I promis'd your love to requite, 
Could others attention obtain ? 
Let my words to a trial be brought, 
Let my life by suspicion be tried; 
You, Celadon, knew every thought, 
I had none that I studied to hide. 
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You sure must remember the day 
| __ You wounded your hand with the hook; 
Again how I fainted away 

When you rescu'd my lamb from the brook, 
Oh! how my heart flutters! E'en yet 

I think of your danger with tears; 
Yet Celadon strives to forget, 

At once, both my love and my fears. 


— 


Fond fool! do I utter my grief 
| To the man from whose falsehood it sprung? 
Shall the nest-plunder'd dove seek relief 
From the stripling that ravish'd her young? 
Yet shepherds are free from deceit, 
Their manners are simple and plain; 
From all kind compassion I meet, 
And all thy injustice TR 


My mother has oftentimes read, | 
| While I reel'd off my spiudle at night, 

That lions and tigers have bled; | 
All vanquish'd by shepherds in fight. 
'Tis right for such deeds to exult, 

For virtue and courage they prove ; 

But, oh! it is base to insult - 
N he girl you have injur'd in love. 


E 
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Your bride she is lovely, I fear, 
I've heard she is richer than me; 
The lot of the poor is severe, 
Ev'n lovers from poverty flee. 
| | Yet my father, I've often been told, 
= Had once a large portion of sheep, 
But the winter flood broke down his fold, 
And buried them all in the deep. 


My mother, alas! she is dead; 
My sorrow she now cannot feel; 
To earn her a morsel of bread 
I work'd very hard at my wheel. 
She said, for my duty and love 
A blessing I surely should know; 
I trust I shall find it above, : 
For grief is my portion below. 


I have heard our good curate oft tell 
Many things about angels of light, 
That in virtue and truth they excel; 
Such Celadon seem'd in my sight. 
O! break, thou too credulous heart, 
I am sick of thy passionate strife; 
The victim of Celadon's art 
Is weary of him and of life. 
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| Yet the curses of vengeance to frame 


Is a sin that I dare not commit; 


This heart, which still throbs at his name, 


Will never the outrage permit. 


My wrongs, oh ! they all are forgiven, 


And my last dying wish it shall be, 
May he never be question'd by heaven 
For vows he has broken to me! 


G0 fetch home thy new-wedded "OY 5 


Thy joys I will never molest; 


I have found out u cure for despair; 


My heart shall be quickly at rest. i 
No more shall the night's peaceful air 
I have found out a cure for despair, 992 
'Tis ailence the zilence of death. 


 Bevext by my clamorous breach; 
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PASTORAL u. 
FLORIZEL. 


Exner me not, Stella, to go 

Any more to the sports on the green; 
My heart is too heavy with woe 

To partake in the festival scene. 
Where laughter and pleasure invite, 
Let the gay and the happy repair; 
ä But think'st thou these scenes will delight | 
The dim vacant eye of despair ? 


You tell me my tresses hang rade, 
That my garments ungracefully sit; 
Can a mind by affliction subdued 
These trivial attentions admit? 
Whilst masing ow Florizel's worth, 
Shall my hands my loose tresses restrain ? 
O! never, unless the cold earth 
* 
LS 
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When the bells of the village, today, 
The bridals of Phillida told, 
T fear'd I should quite faint oy; ; 

My heart in an instant was cold. 
Did you fancy it envy? Oh! no: 

J thought of the deep-tolling bell, 
When with cadence so solemn and slow 

It rung out my Florizel's knell. 


He droop'd as the flowers droop beneath 
The scythe, when it cuts down the vale; 
He shrunk, in the chill grasp of death, 
Uke blossoms in tempests of hail. 
Those flow'rets the spring will renew, 
And restore the green tint to the grove; 
But the grave from my passionate vier- 
Will for ever detain him I love. 


His father, in agony wild, 
Has torn the gray locks from his head; 
His mother still calls for the child 

By whom she was cherish'd and fed. 
Him the aged would ever commend, 

They pointed him out to the young; 
Vet his manners did never offend, 
For gentleness dwelt on his tongue. 
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His eyes, oh! they sweetly express'd 
Peace and love in their radiance serene; ; 
Sincerity glow'd in his breast, | 
And appear'd in his frank-open mien, 
T could dwell on this passionate theme, 
Still musing on joys that are fled; 
They are vanish'd, as flies the faint dream 
That hovers around the sick-bed. 


You tell me my lambs are all lost,— 
The tidings are nothing to me; 

That my bower too is stripp'd by the frost. 

That bower I will never more see. 
Let not spring bid the violet blow, 

Nor the pallid-leav'd primrose unfold ; 
Shall the woodbine luxuriantly grow - 
When the hand of the planter is cold? 


You talk of my beauty and wit, | 
Saying grief is more fatal than time; 
That mortals are born to submit, 
And sorrow indulg'd is a crime. 
When the heart is serene and at ease, | 
These precepts sound smooth to — ear; : 
But reasons so futile as these 
Affliction refuses to hear. 
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Would you soothe me, oh! talk of the youth; 
Of the graces he largely possess d; 

And the grief that the village express'd. 
Of love too intense to deceive, + 

Recall all the proofs that he gave, 
And still at the summons of eve 
Go with me to weep o'er his grave. 


There I yield all my soul up to grief, 
Could you think there is pleasure in tears? 
There I fancy his spirit appears. 

I hear his lov'd voice in the breeze, 

| He calls for his Mira aloud: 

Now I see him glide light through the trees; 

No he floats on the swift-sailing cloud. 


To my cottage exhausted I creep, 
Tir'd Nature some respite demands; 
Tis in vain that I seek it in sleep, 
By my side my lov'd Florizel stands. 
Now he seems like the youth that I lost, 
With the smile I was wont to adore; 
Now he fades to a pale-visng'd ghost: 
Now I see the lov'd vision no more. 
8 


My friends talk of comfort. Oh! where 
Can I find it, in meadow or grove? 
Can the heart-svothing blessing be there? 
| They are full of the image of love. 

To hear the sweet nightingale sing, 
meim 
And still at the coming of spring 
My flocks to the meadow be drove. 


Thus through the sad visions of night, 
And the scenes which the morning restores, 

My soul, still with pensive delight, 

Its dear but lost idol explores. 
O! my friends, I'm in haste to be gone, 

Life seems to me dreary and bare: 
I have form'd one poor wish, only one, 
'Tis the comfortless wish of despair. 


But ye who compassionate grieve 
O'er sorrows ye cannot remove, 
O come, and from Mira receive 
Some gift in memorial of love. 
While to these fond remembrance imparts 
A sacred though fanciful worth, 
Poor Mira shall live in your hearts, 
When abe moulders away in the earth, 
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Tis a lock of my Florizel's hair: 
I hold it full oft to my heart, | 
And it softens the pangs that are there. 
Dear ringlet! no more shalt thou wave 
In curls o'er his forehead benign: 
I 8natch'd thee from Florizel's grave, 
To make thee companion of mine. 


Not with sorrow, or agony wild, 

T look to that harbour of rest; 
Thou hast seen a tir'd petulant child. 

Drop asleep on its mother's fond breast. 
Let yon weary labourer speak, 
; When at noon-tide he faints v'er his spade, 

When he wipes the big drops from his cheek, - 

And wishes for night's dewy shade 


That long awful night, which shall last 
5 To the dawn of unlimited day; 
That slumber, which will not be past 

Till che world, like a dream, fades n. 

My friends, if your aid I decline, 
Aud these blessings with eagerness crave, 

Forgive me; affliction like mine 

Can only repose in the grave. 
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Prepare then the slow-moving herse, 
On my corse be the rosemary flung; 

Let the choristers o'er me rehearse 

The dirge they o'er Florizel sung. 

Farewell !—When ye meet round the mow, 

| The days that are past to review, 
And talk of my Florizel's worth, 

Remember, his Mira was true. 


PASTORAL i. 


GERALDINE. 


The tcene is cupposed to be in some part of the 
Highlands. 


Mr language is rude and uncouth, 
My manners are simple and plain: 
O Geraldine, scorn not a youth 
Whose heart is too honest to feign. 
By others thy charms are describ'd ; 
They talk of their kind and degree; 
Such passion my soul hath imbib'd, 
Thou seem'st all perfection to me. 


In thine eye a mild energy flames, 
Soft elegance floats in thine air, 
And methinks every feature proclaims 
A mind correspondently fair. 
Dear maid! I conjure thee, appear 
The angel that Nature design'd ; 
Be honest, at least be sincere, 
Though sincerity make thee unkind, 
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My temper 1s ardent and warm, 
| I was bred on the mountain's rough ade; 
The labour that strengthen'd my arm 
Wich courage my bosom supplied. 

My virtues resemble a soil 

That boasts no improvement from art; 
The offspring of nature and toil, ET 
They glow with full force in my heart. 


I have met the keen wind of the North, 


When it brought the thick tempest of mow; 


I have seen the fork'd lightning burst forth, 


When the forests have shrunk from the blow. 


To rescue my lambs and my sheep 
The loud mountain torrent I've Rokr 
It was clamorous, stormy, and deep, 
But the tremblers I happily gay d. 


I have climb d to the top of the eliff, 

Whose summit bends far o'er the main; 
From thence I've look'd out for the skiff 

Of the fisher, beneath me, in vain. 
Yet here, on its uttermost verge, 4 

Their young ones the cormorants rear, 
What time they from ocean emerge, 

And carry their prey through the air. 


_ .- When the sea-mew, with ominous note, 
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There the eggs of the sea-fowl I sought, 

And the samphire that redolent blooms ; 

And feathers, which love quickly taught 

My hands to dispose in light plumes. 
There I clung while the spray of the waves 

Rose like mists o'er the rocks at my feet, 

And the birds, darting fast from the caves, 

Seem'd with clamour to guard their retreat. 


hace er ee, 
When the west hath look'd dusky and red, 


| Seem'd to call to the feast of the dead. 
From the hills the storm menacing howl'd, 

ORG eee 
O'er the sky darkness awfully scowl'd, 

And horribly roar'd the vext deep. 


My vessel o'erwhelm'd in the shock, 
I rose on the salt surge up>borne; 
I swam to the caves in the rock, 
And waited the coming of morn. 
There, child by the keen driving blast, 
And drench'd by the pitiless rain, 
The day has reliev'd me at last, | 
But the n:ght never heard me complain. 
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I have pass'd o'er the mountain which shronds 
Its summit in regions divine, 
When the moon, sailing swift through the GD 
Tipp'd with silver the arrowy pine. 
There I met the procession of death ; 
It pass'd me in shadowy glare, 
Slow it mov'd to the valley beneath, 
Then melted illusive in air. 


A epiric intrepid as mine | | 
5 These dangers, these terrors, could prove; p 
But do not, O damsel divine, : 
| Bid it feel the long anguish of lord. 
| Wouldst taou bid me approve the regard 
And the faith that have never deceiv'd, 
O think of some enterprise hard, 
And thine eyes shall behold it achiev'd. 


Young Carol in dancing is skill'd ; 
He the pipe's touching notes can prolong :. 
T have listen'd with ecstasy thrill'd, 
For love was the theme of his song. 
New fashions I ne'er could devise; 
He varies his babit and air; 
My soul could the trifler despise, | 
But I hear he is lov'd by the fair. 
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Then teach me, dear girl of my soul, 
| Every grace that thy taste shall commend : 
Though I brook not the nod of control, 
My mind to thy guidance shall bend. 
Thou shalt smile, oh! thy smiles will excel 
The mornings that June gives to view, 
When the woodbine perfumes all the dell, 
And the tose blushes soft through the dew. 


I would talk of my flock and my herd; | 
But a venal consent I detest; 
Tis sufficient what fortune conferr'd, 
Doatentment and industry blest. 
That prudence enjoin'd for thy sake! 
Ho grateful the fruits of the year, 
If Geraldine were to partake ! 


Thou art artless and modest, my love, 
But, alas! thou art tender and frail; 


T Thou seem'st like the innocent dove, 


Or the lily that grows in the vale. 
All delicate, soft, and refin'd, | 
Thou call'st for protection. and care ; 
For the world is still false and unkind 
To those who are friendless and fair. 


Thy husband, protector, and friend, 
DOD let me those titles receive 
When this arm shall be slack to defend, 
This bosom no longer shall heave. 
Thou, Geraldine, round our recess 

The smile of chaste tenderness throw; 
And the cottage thy presence shall bless 
Will seem a new Eden below. 
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CHARACTER I 
| FORTITU PE. | 


AURELIA. 


Brno the venerable aloe meet 

The frost of ages with perennial bloom; 

On its firm leaf a hundred annual suns 
Have pour'd from Leo's height the torrid ray. 
As oft the painted offspring of the spring 
Have open'd their frail blossoms and expir'd. 
Disdaining transient praise, she slow unfolds 
Her snowy flowers, by centuries matur'd, 
To charm with fragrance children yet unborn, 
And mock the perishable race of man. 
Thou, my esteem'd Aurelia, too canst boast 
An excellence by added years improv'd. 
Let beauty, like the fluttering butterfly, 
Enjoy a summer's glory. Thou canst please 
En in the autumn of declining life; 

Nor 1s the dreaded winter of old age 
Destructive to the produce of thy sonl: 


Still shall experience teach, good humour charm, 
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Judgment convince, and polish'd sense improve. 
Nor these thy only praises. Thou hast met 
Those sharpest daggers of adversity, 
That pierce with thrilling sense the nerves of pain; 
Thy frame with weak decrepitude opprest 
Beyond the common lot, and from thy arms 
Thy bosom's treasures prematurely snatch'd, 
And borne in life's full vigour to the tomb: 
Yet thy calm fortitude sustain'd the storm, 
Like the firm oak beset around with winds, 
Opprest but not o'erthrown. To thy abode 
The gay, the happy, and the young, repair; 
Assur'd to hear no querulous complaints 
At wayward fortune and degenerate times; 
Assur'd to see thy sprightly sallies wake 
The unembitter'd laugh, to humour dear. 
Pleas'd they arraign the theme, which paints old age 
Austere and uncomplying. Pleas'd they find 
Superior minds, disdaining narrow views, | 
Assert the native dignity of man. 
Pilgrims on earth, and journeying on to heav'n, 
The seat of true felicity and peace, 
They never seek the beauteous exiles here, 
Nor blame a want by Providence design'd. 


CHARACTER II. 


SENSIBILITY, 
CELINDA. 


| Sar, sweet Mimosa! wherefore dost thou fly 
The gentlest touch? why droop thy shrivell'd leaves? 
J would not harm thee, trembler; I but meant 
To view thy glossy foliage, to explore | 
The wondrous mechanism which contracts 
Thy flowers susceptible. In the vast chain, 

The fine gradation of created forms, 

Thine is no common rank. Thou couldst not meet, 
Like mountain pines, the rigour of the frost; 
Or, as the oak, enroot thyself in storms. 
Come, let me bear thee to the shelter'd South; 

— Ev'n there the fervour of the noon-day sun, 


— IT 


The Sensitive Plant. 


241 


Or. the chill dews of eve, would fatal prove. 

Too delicate exotic, wherefore quit 

Thy native soil? Our rugged changeful clime 

Ill suits thy eſflorescence, frail as fair. | 
In this rare plant my lov'd Celinda's mind 

Is typify'd. On her the softest gales, 

That from misfortunes wintry quarters blow, 

Fall with the force of tempests. Tender fear, 

Fond love, and sympathizing pity, form 

_ Her mental portrait. There in vain we seek 

The conscious firmness of heroic worth, 

Or patient fortitude, who calmly bears 

The secret bitings of the mortal asp, 

And hides its wound ev'n from affection's eye. 

But, in their stead, shall pity's copious tear 

Bedew Celinda's cheek : still shall her tongue 

Sweetly repeat the melancholy tale: | 

Still on the breast of sorrow shall she pour 

Compassion's balm, and on pale want bestow 

All that the voice of lib'ral bounty bids. 
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CHARACTER HI. 
GEN'TLENESS, 


MIRANDA, 


Srovpext of Nature! if at early prime, 

When on th' awaken'd earth Aurora throws 

From her gray robe the trembling pearls of dew 
For Phcebus to illumine, haply then 

Thou rov'st through Flora's variegated tribes, 
Whether on mead, or copse, or heath-crown'd hill, 
Careless, uncultur'd, redolent, they spread; 
Or those by taste selected to adorn 1 
The proud parterre, or through the y maze 1 
Scatter'd in gay confusion to the sun 1 


They give their hues, their fragrance to the breeze; 4 
' Hast thou beheld the lily, spotless queen 


Of summer's painted offspring? Hast thou mark'd 
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Ner snowy flowers, smooth as the shining down 

Ou the fleilg'd cygnet's glossy chest? Its sweets, | 
When heighten'd by the balm of evening n 
Thou couldst not pass regardless. 
Hygeia shades the wreath she annual twines 

To crown the brows of Pæan. Beauteous flower, 


Fragile and transient Transient too wast thou, 
Belov'd Miranda! O too early lost 
For thy fond friends, too early call'd to bear 


The golden palm of immortality, 
The glorious meed of excellence like thine ! 
Retentive Friendship (as her languid arm 


Clasps to her breast thy urn, and pleag'd enjoys 
The silent luxury of patient woe) 


Bids thy lov'd image rise; thy beauteous form, 
Fair as the lily, as the lily pure; 

Thy unoffending life, mild candid life ; 

No whim of wayward spleen, no stormy burst 
Of haughty rage, no supercilious show 

Of talents falsely brilliant. Twas thy aim 

To tread the path of goodness; to delight 
With easy mirth and social converse all 
Within thy sphere of action; to relieve 


Those whom discerning Charity led forth 
Io drink of bounty's full yet sober cup; 
To give the infant mind that happy bend, 


M2 


— — ——— — 


Thy life the peace of Virtue well display d, 


On the fond mother's breast in slumbers calm,— 


O gentle monitress, companion sweet! 


| Whens and. wink pune, i 
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Whose spring elastic lifts the soul to heav'n; 

To heal those wounds the cauterising world 
Prints on ingenuous minds, which but the balm 
Of sympathy can medicine. Happy soul! 

Ev'n in this sublunary planet blest, 


Thy death her fortitude. As infants sink 


So unappall'd in the chill tyrant's grasp 

I saw thee droop beneath his ebon wand, 

Dreadful to others, but despis'd by thee. 
O spirit soon beatified! O friend! 


Forgive the tear which rebel Nature sheds; 

The. tear by Faith forbidden. Fond Regret, 

As on thy tomb she lays the votive wreath, 

Nor venal, nor by adulation woven, 

Even on the core of her impassion'd heart 
Engraves the virtues in thy life disclos'd. 

O may she imitate that blameless life, 4 
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CHARACTER IF. 
DIFFIDENCE. / 


STELLA. 


For your own Stella, Ml whose thirst 

With eager stealth Castalia's stream pursues,— 

A garland weave of flowers, the happy growth 

Of Heliconian groves, and bind the wreath 

With laurels cropt from Delphos: Grace must mark 

The fair selection, Taste arrange the flowers, 

No gaudy foliage, no ill-sorted hues, 

No over-weening blossoms. Simple all 

In unobtrusive elegance. It suits 

The mind of Stella, the ingenuous mind, 

Cultur'd by science and by sense inform'd,— _ 

Which, like the primrose, from the trodden _ 
Of life retires to decorate the vale. 

Ie supercilious spirits, who despize 

The blush of Diffidence, the sober charm 
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Of gentleness and reason, the sweet tear 
That feeling claims from timid modesty, 

Alive to shame and fearful to offend, 

Who with the noisy laugh of wit can drown 

The faltering voice of merit, that disdains 

To urge her pleas, save to attention's ear,— 
Know, the rich gem, your folly proudly spurns, 
Bears on its surface grav'd the heavenly form 
Of unassuming genius. Friendship there, 
Rob'd in her Roman stola, careful lights 

Her radiant lamp at Virtue's deathless flame. 
Beside her, Sympathy, a weeping grace, 
Crown'd with the drooping lily of the vale, 

Sits smiling through her tears. Fidelity, 

A goddess rarely found, and strongly mark'd 
By truth's irradiate beams, is there pourtray'd.. ; 
She, by the fickle world deceiv'd and scorn'd, 1 
In Stella's bosom finds a safe retreat, : 
And builds her peaceful habitation there. 


: 
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4 DESCRIPTION OF RELIGION. 
A FRAGMENT. 


My Muse would lead thee to the fair domain, 
Where, thron'd in bliss, the sister Virtues reign. 


Known by her heav'nly mien and wide command; 


Benign Religion leads the hallow'd band; 


Around her brow immortal roses wave, 
Giv'n for her triumph o'er the ghastly grave: 


For she the sacred path of Jesus trod, 
And prov'd Death vanquish'd by the victor God. 
To him, pale tyrant, now the task is giv'n | 
To ope to saints the golden gates of heav'n. 
Hail, hallow'd queen! What though thy piercing sight 


| Dwells on the regions of eternal light; 
Though to the snares of sin thou canst oppose 
Faith's steadfast rock, on which the just repose; 


What though, whilst prison'd in this earthly cell, 
Thy thoughts with cherubs and with seraphs dwell; 
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Who, pleas'd, for thee the crown and robe prepare, 
And eager wish thee in their joys to share; 
First-born of heaven, of all the Virtues queen, 
Yet arrogance appears not in thy mien. 
No scorn of others thy meek eyes express; 
No modes peculiar rule thy graceful dress; 
Conscious of worth, but yet intent to please, 
Fhy air is blended majesty and ease. 
Thy truths, stupendous to the wondering sage, 
The simple infant's lowly heart engage. 
'Tis thine the feverish pangs of youth to calm; 
And palsied hands can hold thy victor palm. 
Thou, and thou only, canst unhurt sustain 
The fiery trial of distress and pain. 

Thine is the glory, unseduc'd, to rove 
Through soft prosperity's bewitching grove ; 

To force profusion from the heart's strong hold, 
And give to Charity his wand of gold. 
Alike to thee the world's contempt and praise, 
Unerring rectitude thy conduct sways. 

But, in mortality's last ling'ring hour, 
"Tis then thou triumph'st with superior pow'r: 
For, as Eternity withdraws her veil, 
Struck by her rays, the lights of science fail. 
The soul, affrighted at the new survey, 
Clings to its burthen of distemper'd clay, 
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| On the weak aids of failing sense relies, 

And, shuddering, turns from the disclosing skies. 
Then, whilst around the pow'rs of darkness dance, 
And with fresh poisons barb each mortal lance, 
'Tis thine to dissipate the hell-bred gloom, 

To chase the horrors that o'ercloud the tomb. 

For, as thou spread'st Faith's adamantine shield, 
The shafts of Satan to its temper yield; 

The soul, compos'd, the untried gulph essays, 

Then soars to carol everlasting praise. 


ON READING 
MRS. CARTER'S POEMS. 


Svcn was the awful dignity of song, | 
| When blest Urania struck her lyre of yore; 
Such maxims Pallas gave th' attentive throng, 
When Athens listen'd to her sacred lore. 


Away, ye fables! In such gentle tone 
Religion speaks, when, with persuasive art, 

She makes the awaken'd passions all ber own, 
And stamps conviction on the yielding heart. 


Boast, happy Britain! Thy Eliza's strain, 
By genius fraught with energy divine, 


Avoiding objects perishing and vain, 
Gives its full pomp of verse to Virtue's shrine. 


* . 4 
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Boast, that the hand, which elegantly dress'd 
Sage Epictetus in thy chaste attire, 
Thy classic stores with richer precepts bless'd 
Than ever Pagan-wisdom could inspire. 


O boast, that Attic sweetness, in her lays, 
With Revelation's awful theme conspires, 

And give the noblest guerdon of thy praise 
To strains adapted to seraphie lyrcs.. 


ON THE SONNETS 
| OF 
MRS. CHARLOTTE SMITH. 


g Tur widow'd turtle, mourning for her love, 
Breathes the soft plaintive melody of woe; 
And streams, that gently steal along the grove, 

In murmurs dear to melancholy flow. 


Yet to thy strains, sweet nymph of Arun's vale, 
Harsh is the turtle's note, and harsh the stream, 

En when their echoes die upon the gale, : 

Or catch attention by the lunar beam. " 


Thy strains soul-harrowing melting pity hears, 
Vet fears to break thy privacy of pain; 
She blots thy page with sympathetic tears, 
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And while she mourns thy wrongs enjoys thy strain. 
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Hlast thou indeed no wes? does the earth 


Afford no balm thy anguish to relieve ? 
Still must thou feel the pang of suff' ring worth, 
Taught by refinement but to charm and grieve? 


O! if despair direct thy pensive eyes 
To where death terminates terrestrial woes, 
May faith from thence exalt them to the skies, 


Where glory's palm for suffering virtue grows! 


There may thy lyre, whose sweetly magic pow'rs 
From pain'd attention forc'd applauding tears, 

With hallelujabs fill the eternal bowers, | 
The theme prolonging through eternal years! 


ON THE WRITINGS 
OF 
MRS. TRIMMER. 


Ir Science, sense, and virtue claim applause, 
Why, daughter of the vale, is she unsung, 

Whose page, describing Nature's source and laws, 
With Truth's fair theme informs the infant tongue? 


The poet's eye may in fine phrensy roll,” 
His breast may heave with strong conception fraught ;. 
While inspiration, streaming on his soul, 
Gives glowing diction and impassion'd thought. 


Genius and taste may modulate the line, 
And chaste correctness guide the choral Muse; 

Yet still, Mentoria, ampler praise is thine, 

For that thy step instruction's path pursues. - 
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Go, stamp fair virtue on the ductile soul; 


Oer humble babes Immanuel's rule extend; 
The passions early bend to just control, 
And form the Christian, citizen, and friend. 


The untaught child of indigence reclaim, 
To happy industry its hands apply; 

O teach its trembling voice a Saviour's name, 
And bid-it useful live, and joyful die. 


Lo ! infant eherubs, whose immortal powers 
Thy care adapted to heaven's bright abode; 
Dismiss'd from earth, in ever-blooming bowers 

Will. bless the hand which show'd the living road. 


ON MISS SEWARD*'S POEMS. 


Sratx'sr thou thy lyre, Calliope, again? 
The magic of these numbers must be thine : 

Such the bold choral of thy potent strain, 
The you of thought, and energy divine. 


No mortal ear hath ever heard its tone, | 
Since Thracian dames depriv'd thy son of breath“; 

Who sang divided love's heart-rending groan 

In numbers sweet as these on Andre's death. 


5 Vain i is the 5 which seeks to hide 
The latent goddess with a mortal veil; 
Let genius, let poetic taste decide, 
To whom belongs Louisa's plaintive tale. 


* Orpheus. | 
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Ilast thou not heard that Britain, favour'd long 
By all thy sisters of the tuneful tribe, 
Has nurs'd the bold purloiner of thy song, 


| The felon nymph, who dares thy lay transcribe? 


Rise, injur'd Muse! thy pristine rights display, 


Thine is the strain which captivates mankind ; 
Usurping Seward shall resign the bay, 
By Britain's erring voice to her assign d. 
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PEL E W. 


This Poem was occasioned by reading Mr. Keute's ani- 


mated description of the Pelew Islands. To those 
who have not had the pleasure of perusing that per- 
ſormance, a few —_— notes may not be deemed 
_ UNNECESSAT y.. 


Aroxs the star-impeopled sky 
Full thirty moons had run, 

Since Abba Thule“, with manly grief, 
Dismiss'd his vent'rous s0nf. 


[ JOE 


The East - India Company's ship the Antelope, being 
wrecked. on Oroolong, one of the Pelew Islands, Abba 
Thule-the king, and his subjects, gave the crew a most 


hospitable reception, ang assisted them with every thing 


their country afforded. 


'+ The king, at the departure of the English, Aead. 


his second son, Lee Boo, to the care of captain Wilson, 


that he might, to use his own words, be made an 
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, * Go, youth!“ the prudent monarch said, 


This wondrous England view: 
Go to that distant world, disclose 
«© The virtues of Pelew. 


4 To useful arts thy hands apply, 
To useful lore attend; 
“So shall the travels of thy youth 
Thuy riper age befriend. 


«« For not to please thy roving eye 
“Thou seek'st the land unknown, 

« But that its wisdom, arts, and arms, 
« May dignify thy own. 


« Nor let the grandeur of the scene 
With fear thy soul appall; 
« Tis but a mockery, a show: 
“True worth transcends it all. 


« Ye friendly strangers, to whose care 
| « My darling I confide, 
O think, henceforth a father's love 
Must be by you supplied! 
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© Good speed to all! When on this line“ 
No record J discern, 
« I'll climb the heights of Oroolong, 
«© And wait my son's return.“ 


Here ceas'd the just, benignant prince: 
| The flowing sails expand, 
And Britain's generous tars with grief 
Forsake the friendly land. 


 Remember'd kindness fill'd each eye 
With sympathetic tears, 

Depress'd with woe each feeling heart, 
And check'd the parting cheers . 


ws 


* Abba Thule inquired of captain Wilson how long it 
might probably be before his son returned; and being 
informed, about thirty moons, he made a correspondent 
number of knots upon a m of line, and carefully 
laid it by. 

+ The English were 0 affected at the kindness of these 


islanders, that they could scarce articulate three cheers 


** 
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And now to grace his son's return, 
| When free from regal cares, 
The tender father, with delight, 
The polish'd bone prepares“. 


No more on the recording line 
A token he discerns ; 

He climbs the heights of Oroolong, 
No more his son returns. 


Nor yet with tidings of his fate, 
| Where parts the coral reeff, 
He sees the well-known English sail, 
Or well-known English chief. 


Tomorrow's sun perhaps may bring 
The dear expected youth; _ 
He will not yield to mean complaint, 
Nor doubt the English truth. 


I * The Pelew chiefs wear a bone n as a mark of 
= dignity. 

+ The western side of the islands are 5 
reef of coral, upon which the Antelope was wrecked : 
there is an opening in one part, with a sufficient depth 
of water to enable a small vessel to pass safely. 
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Tomorrow's sun, O king! ascends, 
It sets unblest by thee: 

% Ah! wherefore did I trust my child 
© 'To yon unpitying sea? 


“Cold with my darling lies entomb'd 

« Each valiant English friend; 
Or would not those I sav'd from death“ 
Some certain tidings send? 


«© The angry spirit hath prevail'd t, 
« He sent the deathful blast; 
« Yet in the isles of happy souls 
My son shall rest at last. 


In those blue fields, those sunny clouds, 
For virtue soon confest, | 
Lee Boo enjoys perpetual peace, 
4 There too shall I be blest.” 


This poem was published previous to the East-India 

Company's dispatching . M' Cluer to the Ty 

Islands in 1791. | 
+ They have a notion of a bad spirit, and of future _ | 


piness to the good. 
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So spake the sire, yet sigh'd to find 
His anxious wishes vain : 
Nor ere must Europe's envied arts 
Adorn his simple reign. 


And now he marks the funeral plant, 
And lays it on the ground; 

Then,, bending o'er it, chants a dirge, 
And piles the turf around“. 


Prince of . humanity, thy fears t 
Are just thy son is dead: | 
But England's dust, not ocean's wave, 
Conceals the stranger's head. 


He came with confidence and joy: 
Her welcome pleas'd she gave— _ 
With sweet simplicity be charm'd, 

Then sunk into the grave. 


Their funeral rites, as described by Mr. Keate, cor- 
respond with the above account. | 

+ This amiable youth, whose gentleness and penetra- . 
tion endeared him to all who saw him, died of the amall 
pox soon after his arrival in England. | 
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Then wither'd all his ſather's hopes 
And all his country's fame; 

Then fled a soul which, ev'n in death, 
Confess'd a patriot's flame. 


His powerless but impassion'd wish 
His lov'd Pelew rejoin'd, 

To tell that © England was good place,” 
And © English very kind “.“ 


Far from his country, kindred, sire, 
His tomb Affection rears}, 
Graves with his name the votive stone, 
And bathes it with her tears. 


Mild, uncorrupt, though unadorn'd, 
| The natives of Pelew 
Present the portrait of a heart 

To artless goodness true. 


P His dying words. | 

+ The nnn capricied thets gra 
_ tude to his father, by Placing a handsome 1 inccription over 
his grave. 


Yet govern'd by the sacred wis! 


In happy ignorance of all | 


Firm, not ferocious, brave, sincere, 


And will not Heaven, for them, unclose 
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In sophistry's deep maze unlearn'd, 
In studious lore untaught, 


Of acting as they ought : 


| The ills of polish'd life, 
That wealth which arms the midnight foe, 
And lures the faithless wife: 


Industrious and content, 
In scenes of inoffensive toil 
Their blameless lives are spent. 


| Her golden gates of light? 
Will not the God, to them unknown, 
The life he loves requite? 


Will not the great Redeemer's love, | 


Though ne'er to them proclaim'd, 
Extend the merits of his death 
To ignorance unblam'd ? 
N 
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Faith's precious ray, by Nature's light, 
But partially supplied, 

Will their just Maker claim of them 
The talent he denied? | 


Hence be the narrow mind, that yiews 
| The savage with disdain . 

Hence be the arrogance, that dares 
I ?0o limit Mercy's reign! 


For ever open are thy doors, 
Thou city of our God! 

By every people, kindred, tongue, 
Shall thy large courts be trod. 


While Christian deists shuddering see 
The gates of Mercy close, 
Tuere may the children of the South 
With Abraham's sons repose! 


To chem may simple Nature prove 
A A safe though feeble ray, 
| While sinners suffer by the laws 
They dared to disobey ! 
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THE 
PETITION OF THE ROSES. 
TO ANNA IN IRELAND. 


Tas new-blown Roses, to their friend 
Long absent, a petition send. | 
Now when thy groves redundant wear 
The vernal garland of the year, | 
Mongst whom the insect tribes of . 
Incessant ply the busy wing; 

O say, what charm, whar magic power, 
Keeps thee from thy Arcrasian bower * ? 
Long since you pass'd, with eager haste, 
Rude Cambria's mountain-piled waste, 
Which, like the hills in classic ground, 
Was wont with choral harps to sound. 
The theme, the deeds of chieftains bold, 
Those hills now, dreary, mute and . 


ll 


— — 


— 


* The Bower of Bliss.—See Fairy Queen. 
N 2 | 


Whose waves the sister isles divide. 


Lou saw lerne meet the day, 


THis chariot from the Atlantic steep. 
O'er many a marsh and barren moor, 
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You left, and launch'd upon the tide 
Fearless you brav'd the wiutry blast, 


Which howling shook the rocking mast. 
Luxurious, uncontroll'd, and gay, 


\ 


And, like a lover, strive to keep 


In legend fam'd, you pass'd secure 
To where, through Munster's lakes and hi. | 


His world of waters Shannon pours. * 


Hither with patient zeal you sped, 
But not by roving humour led: | 
Lou went to ease the anxious cares 


Which press'd a matron's silver hairs. 


You went, to her endear'd caress 

To give the happy son you bless, 

By filial piety to prove 

At once your merit and your love. 

You sought, though with mistaken aim, 
To cherish Nature's languid flame. 


Lou knew not, rapture's high-wrought strife 


Let seek no more, by fond complaint, 
Jo stay the venerable saint. 


4 
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Short gleams of bliss on earth are given, 
 'Tis only permanent in heaven. 
Her virtue, by long conflicts prov d, 
Fits her to meet the God she lov'd. 
The sacred relics of the just 
Given to the grave in holy trust, 
And every pious rite fulfill'd 
That faith enjoin'd or love impell'd, 
Ocome and taste, with mind serene, 
The beauties of the rural scene. 
The fearless crocus, Flora's king, 
Led forth the army of the spring. 
Then, bold with wintry winds to fight, 
The snowdrop spread her banners white. 
The hyacinth, of tender form, 
To sooth the anger of the storm, 
Expos'd her beauty fair and frail, 
And died before the rutbless gale. 
The coward shrubs, at distance far, 
Beheld, nor durst provoke the war, 
Till May, attir'd in robes of green, 
Demanded homage as their queen. 
Then first the lilac gave to view 
Her mantle of imperial blue. 
Then the laburnum tribute paid, 
In vegetable gold array d. 
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Syringa, like the lily pale, 

Diffus'd her fragrance to the gale: 

Her vines aloft the woodbine flung, 

And listen'd while the linnet sung. 

Unprais'd, unnotic'd by thy eye, 

These early blossoms fade and die. 

True to their custom'd season, see 

The Roses load the bending tree. 

Shall we too seek our annual tomb, 

Nor in thy moss-deckt basket bloom ? 

Thy taste is wanting to dispose 

The foliage that redundant grows. 

Ah! do not thy return delay -- 

Till winter whitens every spray, 

Till none of all our hoarded sweets 

Thy morning walk with incense greets, 

And Flora must thy garland choose 
From aconite and solemn yews. 

O haste, while summer's fleecy clouds 

Float gently o'er the swelling shrouds ! 

Let not thy vent'rous bark again 

Encounter the autumnal main. 

Death, when the Centaur's rage unbinds 

The northern and the eastern winds, 

| Leads his own cypress-crowned host 

Triumphant round Ierne's coast. 
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O haste, thy anxious friends rejoin 
(For many an anxious friend is thine); 
The terrors of the stormy sea 

And craggy rocks they dread for thee. 
Thy smile is wanting to endear 

The full luxuriance of the year; 
What time the dancing lunar beam 
Sheds o'er the grove a silver gleam ; | 
When Nature takes a softer hue, 

Her flowing vest unpearl'd with dew, 
While, list'ning to the night-bird's song, 
They lack the music of thy tongue; 
If thy lov'd flowers unheard complain, 
Yet Friendship shall not ask in vain. 
Thy groves in welcome shall renew 
The early summer's softest hue. | 
Come then, return, with rapture taste 
The pleasures in retirement plac'd. 
Again thy tranquil hours shall glide 
Calm, as the riv'let by thy side. FR 
Virtue alone these joys shall claim, 
And thou and virtue are the same. 


0 
| HONOURABLE MRS. f. 


C——z, whom Providence hath plac'd 
In the rich realms of polish'd taste; Ro 
Where judgment penetrates {o find 
The treasures of the unwrought mind; 
Where conversation's ardent spirit 
 Refines from dross the ore of merit; 
Where emulation aids the flame, 
And stamps the sterling bust of fame; 
Can you, accustom'd to behold 
The purest intellectual gold, | 
Which genius gilds with living rays, 
Bright as the sunny diamond's blaze, 
Like some poor virtuoso, deign 
To pick up pebbles from the plain? 
Pleas'd, if the worthless flints pretend 
Fantastic characters to blend ? 
These in your cabinet insert, 
And real excellence desert? 

Just the comparison will be, 
If you suppose the pebble me. 
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My verse, inelegant and crude, 
Confus'd in sense, in diction rude, 
You, not content with praising, spout 
To friends of fashion at a rout. 
You said the author was a charmer, 
Self- taught, and married to a farmer; 
Who wrote all kind of verse with ease, 
Made pies and puddings, frocks and cheese; 
Her situation, though obscure, | 
Was not contemptible nor poor ; 
Her look and manner spoke a mind 
Studious to please, but unrefin'd. 
So warm an interest you express'd, 
It was not possible to jest. 
The company amaz'd, perplex'd, 
Wondering what whim would seize you next, 
Perhaps expecting you would praise 
The muse of Quarles, or Sternhold's lays, 
Stammer'd, as due to complaisance, 
The civil speech of non-chalance. 
But at the instant you withdrew; . 
The conversation turn'd on you. | 
The sonnet might perhaps have merit ; 
You had recited it with spirit. 
Your manner was $0 full of grace, 


They could not judge in such à case. 
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But, give each character its due, 

You seem'd a little partial too. 
All to commend your taste agreed 
But friendship would the best mislead. 
A warm enthusiastic heart 

Would soon be wrought upon by art. 
The poem though, indeed, no wonder 
Th uneducated Muse should blunder, 
Had here and there a small defect, 
But twere invidious to object. 

One thought alliteration fine, 

And liked it every other line. 
Another, might she be so free, 

Would substitute—a * that' for the.” 

A third said, judges will allow, 


Crown has a harsher sound than © bough.” 


of 4 witty beau observ'd, the nation 


Had verse enough for exportation, 


Wish'd ladies would such arts despise, 
And trust their conquests to their eyes: 
For, on his honour, if the whim 
Should spread, they 'd be too wise for 1 
| A man of rank grew warm, and swore 
The times were bad enough before. 
He offer'd to bet ten to one, 

The nation would be soon undone : 
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For honour, spirit, courage, worth, 
Were all appendages on birth; 
And if the rustics grew refin'd, | 
Who would the humble duties mind? 
They might, from scribbling odes and letters, 
Proceed to dictate to their betters. 
A fellow of a college said, | 
He studied nothing but the dead 
For men of sense have ne'er denied 
That learning with the antients died, 
A lady, of distinguish'd taste, 
Much stress on well-bred authors plac'd. 
Though she could never time bestow 
On trash inelegant and low ; | 
Vet science was her darling passion, 
And she read every thing in fashion. 
With her a lovely nymph agreed, 
That people should with caution read: 
And really, if she must confess, 
That what with visiting and dress, 
Music, her ever dear delight, 
And cards, the business of the night, 
Her leisure was $0 very small, 
She could not say she read at all. 

O that the great ones would confine 
Such treatment to such verse as mine 
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Adapted but to entertain 

A partial friend or simple swain! 

Yet, with a votary's ardent zeal, 

The sorrows of the Muse I feet. 

While Painting for her sons can claim 
At once emolument and fame; 

While Music, when she strikes the chord, 
Confers distinction and reward; 
Contemptuous scorn, or cold regard, 
Awaits the heaven-illumin'd Bard. 

No more shall wealth, with fostering care, 
Fair Poesy's frail blossoms rear. 

No more shall favour's influence bland 
Bid the luxuriant growth expand. 

No more shall candid judgment deign 
That wild luxuriance to restrain. 

No more shall chiefs, in arms renown'd, 
Sue by the Muses to be crown'd. 
Neglected, while the wintry storm 
Tears the fine fibres of its form, 

As if disdaining to complain 

Of patronage implor'd in vain, + 

It withering droops its lovely head, 

And sinks upon its native bed; 
Mourn'd only by the lib'ral few 

I mean the counterparts of You. 
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_ wITH THE ADVENTURES OF THE SIX PRINCESSES OF 
BABYLON. | 


A «ws, dear Matilda, in Babylon reign'd: 
'Tis a fabulous legend I quote— 

Six daughters he had whom a fairy maintain'd ; 
Then fairies were people of note. 


Of droll Robin Goodfellow often you've heard, 
| Benigna was one of his sort; 

But wisdom and virtue by_her were conferr'd— 
Little Robin lov'd junkets and sport. 


These'foresaid young ladies, observe they'd no brothers, 
Were handsome as stop, I 'v e forgot; : f 
I could mention their likeness if writing to —— 5 
To you, I believe, I'd best not. 
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Now the fairy, regardless of beauty and birth, 
Bade them only in virtue seek fame; | 
For rank she affirm'd was ennobled by worth, 

And II know your mamma says the same. 


In an elegant grotto, sequester'd and cool, 
She resided her pupils to teach ; | 
But when they were old enough all to quit school, 
She allotted a Journey to each. 
| Miranda was clever—I doubt sbe was idle; 
So the fairy, that fault to restrain, : 
For discipline bad inclinations will bridle, 
* ber a distaff to ". = 


What! a princess to spin? 1 assure you T m grave, 
This distaff bad powers would surprise you; 

It was Industry call'd, health and riches it gar "Fi 

And to gain it I strongly advise you. 


The lady Florisa possess'd a good heart, 
But her temper her virtues obscur'd;; 

She would often. be sullen, or answer $0 tart 
That her manners could scarce be endur'd. 
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Now her excellent governess knew of a river, 
Which lay in a country far famed, 
One draught of which courteous demennour would give 


her,— 
Good Humour the river was named. 


So the fairy bestow'd a gold bottle upon her, 
And told her what course to pursue; 
But when she return'd, I declare on my honour, 
I should hardly have known her from you. * 


Clementina, in all the warm ardour of youth, 
From. the grotto exulting tripp'd forth ; 

Her charge was to fetch, from the genius of truth, 
A spear of unparalleled worth. 


Poor damsel ! full often she met with mischance, 
By the magic of falsehood deceiy'd ; 

But firm resolution procur'd her the lance, ' 

The same you from Nature receiv'd. 


By Bonetta the mantle of meekness was worn, 
Its whiteness the snow might express; | 
It was bright as the lustre that waits on the morn, 
Don't you long for this elegant dress? 
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Allow me to mention one property more : 


All who saw these fair dames did declare, 


Though Bonetta was rather hard-featur'd before, 


She now seem'd transcendently fair. 


Of narrow-souPd Avarice doubtless you've heard, 
It is selfish, and odious, and mean; | 
Its contrast, Profusion, is rash and absurd, 
But there lies a sweet virtue between. 


To prove it, when free from fictitious pretence, - 
A wonderful magnet was wrought; 

This talisman, sacred to judgment and sense, 
By lovely 2 was · sought. 


Would you know her adventures n pursue her, 


She gives a delightful narration; 
It was found by a gallant young s knight, and bn 
to her 


On a shield winch he call'd Moderation. 


Thus five of these ladies their * achiev'd, 
At last your young name-sake was sent; 


She too from Benigna a mandate receiv'd, 


Twas to fetch the white wand of Content. 


Disappointment, Ingratitude, Envy, and Grief, 

Did many a peril devise; | 

But a cherub nam'd Innocence brought her relief, 
And with cheerfulness gave her the prize. 


And now to Benigna the travellers came, 
And stated their toils for renown; 


_ - She gave them, I know you will wish for the same, 


Bright Virtue's unperishing crown. 


Now was I a fairy, I vow I would send 
Io Matilda this crown by some elf; 
But as Jam not, I'll entreat my young friend 
Io try to ＋ it herself. 


The distaff, . 3 and ne 
The magnet, and river, so rare, 

Your mamma, my dear girl, has them all at command, 
And can tell _ at once where they are. 


For the prize which Benigna oi by her art 

| You need not to fairies appeal; 

For the moment these qualities glow in your heart, 
| Your brow the bright cincture will feel. 


_ "1 
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To speed your exertions, I'll tell you a truth 
'  Disclos'd by Experience the sage; 
Without them you'll ne er know the om of youth, | 
Nor the mn comforts of age. 


% 
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